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Watch me, watch me. 
by obliv_ial 


Summary 


draculemihawk: And how should I prove it? 


"Well," Buggy is smug, "If this were the real Dracule Mihawk, she'd give me a way better tip 
than just thirty dollars." People are defending her in the chat against the Mihawk 
impersonator but when the "cha-ching" of the tip notification dings through her studio, 
everyone stops talking and Buggy stops breathing. 


draculemihawk tipped $3,000 
draculemihawk: Buy yourself something nice. I do not usually like rewarding bad behavior, 
but the look on your face is making me reconsider 


28K 


Amateur camgirl Buggy the Clown is scrambling for a golden ticket to fame after her recent 
rent increase threatens to upend her comfortable lifestyle. 


It’s not as she busts her ass incorporating acrobatics into her usual cam routine that she goes 
viral. A fan records and posts a clip from her stream on Twitter, the part where she jokingly 
issues a challenge to prolific pornstar veterans, Crocodile and Mihawk 


It's not the first time her big mouth has gotten her in trouble, but with hashtag wars, memes, 
and more followers she knows what to do with, Buggy thinks she might be in too deep. And 
when Kuja Studios reaches out with a filming opportunity, she knows she is. 


Chapter One 


Chapter Notes 


you read my work blood&bone and are interested in this story I definitely encourage 
you to read but it's pretty different LOL. 


this has been a wip of mine for several months now. considering all the things happening 
in op rm (cross guild xx) this has been heavy on my mind and i wanted to try my best to 
finish it! technically there's a fifth and final chapter where I'd like to rap up some lose 
ends but this can totally be read with the four posted chapters. 


this is essentially porn with plot, the gag is the plot is quite literally porn, this stars 
sexworkers such as cam girls, streamers, as well as porn actresses/actors. if that isn't 
your thing this probably isn't the story for you. 

the main pairing in this story is : mihawkxbuggyxcrocodile 


*this is very much NSFW and explicit* 

id like to give a couple thanks! THANK YOU SO MUCH to llyxhan for staying on my 
ass to finish this and for helping me with a lot of the brainstorming, sequencing, and 
characterization. I really, really love and appreciate you! please check out their work 
here https://archiveofourown.org/users/llyxhan 


id also like to thank the artist @Estrelloso_ that created the art that inspired me to write 
this!!!! im attaching their their twitter page, they're so so so talented. 
https://twitter.com/estrelloso_?s=21&t=SqeVbAiLfjpkbSk69DHiA 


thank you for reading! I really hope you enjoy and don't be a stranger, let me know your 
thoughts, opinions, and reactions in the comments!<3 thanks, liv 


**T don't own any of the characters!!! just the scenarios I placed them innn** 


this is the art that inspired this story! by: @Estrelloso_ on Twitter. their work is amazing, 
please give them a follow!! 


https://twitter.com/Estrelloso_/status/1565800820846862336?s=20 


this is AMAZING art that I can proudly say was done after the TALENTED @Peaceshire 
read this chapter ahhhhhhh!!! please please please go check out more of their work on 
twitter! 


https://twitter.com/PeaceShire 


“You guys are being such cheap bastards tonight, what gives?” Buggy will never say it 
outright, not when she has a reputation to uphold, but she needs her followers to be way more 
“loyal” if she’s gonna pay her credit card bill on time this month. She rises to her knees in 
front of her laptop, thighs open wide enough to give ‘em a good view of the bullet vibrator as 
she presses it shallowly into her entrance. 


“What should I use next? Y’know my rule, the best tipper gets to pick my next toy!” It’s a 
Wednesday night, Buggy usually doesn’t do full length streams if it’s not the weekend. 


On weeknights she’ll normally just go to town taking pictures for the photo sets she sells on 
Twitter. Last week she even bought a new set of flashy leotards from the same brand she 
wore in some of her more popular sets. She thought she could make an extra buck or two. 
Now she’s regretting every penny she’s spent this last month. Nah, this last year. 


And here she thought her and her two bedroom one bath, ensuite laundry unit would make it 
outta the recent rent increases safely. Just this weekend her shitty landlady interrupted her 
Saturday stream and it wasn’t with her usual complaint of Buggy being too “noisy”. This 
time the old hag was armed with a heavy packet of legal papers that she wordlessly shoved at 
her, only hobbling away after shooting a judgmental look at Buggy’s polka dot ensemble. 


She’s used to people’s dirty looks, after all not everyone is as flashy as her. She’s been dying 
her hair bright blue since she was in grade school, somewhere along the line she started doing 
more dramatic makeup and now it’s all part of her daily routine. 


Buggy wouldn’t be caught dead without a bold red lip and her iconic crossbone eye makeup. 
That paired with her signature clown nose, it was really only a matter of time before she 
gained a following. No one does it like her. 


But while Buggy is used to her landlady’s thinly veiled disgust, there was absolutely nothing 
that woulda prepared her for the number in bold on the rent increase papers. 


$1800 a month, original lease agreement. $2800 a month, revised lease agreement. 


Where were the fucking cameras because when did Buggy ever agree to forking over an 
additional THOUSAND dollars a month. Her eyes bulged outta her head as she re-read the 
writing four times, each time Buggy silently prayed that the number would magically 
decrease. 


Naturally, it didn’t. 


Which brings her to now, a Wednesday night. 

If it weren’t for her shitty landlady and the shitty economy, she’d have her feet kicked up on 
her coffee table, a half eaten container of Chinese takeout propped on her thigh, and a can of 
beer to sip while she binged season 2 of Love Island Australia. 


Life isn’t fair. 


Instead she’s in her studio, skin lit up by the red and blue LED lights lining the walls as she 
playfully shows her toy collection to the camera on the tripod to the left of the bed. The light 
“ding” and “cha-ching” of the tip notifications pick up as she dances her fingers along each 
of the toys. Buggy looks through her eyelashes at the camera, “I wonder which one of you 
left me the biggest, nicest, juiciest tip. Y’know I love it when you show me just how loyal 
you are.” 


Without looking at the chat, she takes out a personal and fan favorite, a silicone dildo that’s 
patterned with the logo that Shank’s kid’s little friend designed for Buggy a few years back 
when she decided to get serious about the cam girl lifestyle. One of Buggy’s first and most 
loyal fans had it custom made for her, and well, she’s never been one to turn down gifts. 


Nine times outta ten when she gives her viewers the choice of picking the toy she’ll use, this 
is the one they choose. These morons are honestly so predictable it’s hilarious. 


Buggy bites the inside of her cheek as she crawls over to where the chat is still pinging with 
tip and message notifications. Eighty-seven viewers isn’t too shabby for a random-ass 
Wednesday night, and she only just made the announcement of her new streaming schedule 
on her Twitter earlier today. 


Buggy averages somewhere between one-hundred to one-fifty on her more popular days, her 
personal record is a little over two-hundred viewers. Two-hundred-thirteen, not that she’s 
keeping count or anything. 


OnlyFans gouges her for twenty-percent of any entry or membership fee she charges so now 
three years later, Buggy charges five dollars for her monthly membership fee and a three 
dollar entry fee for her live streams. 


At three-hundred-forty monthly subscribers and any bastard non-subscribers that still pay the 
entry fee to view her streams, Buggy was doing fine pre-rent increase. Especially considering 
the photo-sets she sells on Twitter make her some of her best money, she’s got over two- 
thousand followers and there’s no OnlyFans cut to worry about, just money going straight 
into her Paypal. 


Post-rent increase, she’s about to start juggling dildos and doing magic tricks if it’ll get her 
new subscribers. Buggy’s not giving up on her comfortable lifestyle of leisure and luxury, 
even if that means she’s gotta start getting creative. 


iluvbossbuggy111 tipped $8 
iluvbossbuggy111: buggy dildo buggy dildo buggy dildo 


treasurejckx00 tipped $2 
treasurejckx00 tipped $10 
treasurejckx00: u seem stressed 2nite choose what u like 


ppushab: BUGGY TOY ayo she already picked it up tooo 
ppushab tipped $1 


bggysboyo tipped $50 
bggysboyo: the buggy dildo tonight please boss buggy 


Buggy doesn't bite back her grin this time, she talks a lot of shit and means most of it but 
Buggy has some pretty loyal followers. Most of her livestream viewers have been with her 
since the very beginning when she was still figuring everything out, and although they’ re 
annoying she’s grateful for them. 


“Alright, alright, I got it,’ She holds up the patterned dildo with a smirk, “I already guessed 
it’d be this one, luckily this is one of my favorites too so I can fulfill all my tippers’ 
requests.” Buggy makes quick work of slicking up the toy with lube and leans back into the 
pillows she placed in the middle of the bed. 


From this distance she can still see the chat box and her computer's webcam is level with her 
pussy, giving everyone in the livestream a perfect view. As she pulls the bullet vibrator out of 
her entrance she plays up the whine that leaves her mouth and jerks her hips a little more than 
necessary, Buggy is an actress. 


“Damn, I’m so sensitive still,” She looks directly into the camera as she drags the tip of the 
dildo against her entrance. “Should I push it gently or rough?” She doesn’t drag her teasing 
out like this usually but her looming rent payment and credit card bill are like flashing dollar 
signs behind her lids every time she blinks. Buggy watches a few more tips come into the 
chat, surprise, surprise they all request rough. 


She anchors herself, heels pressing into the bed as she begins fucking herself roughly with 
the dildo. Buggy feels the stretch in the first couple seconds but once the head of the silicone 
toy begins gliding into her G-spot on each of her thrusts, it melts away, everything does. She 
can hear the pings and message notifications echoing along with her gasps through her 
otherwise quiet studio. Buggy opens her eyes, she doesn’t even know when they slid shut. 


bggysboyo: boss looks so hot like that 
bggysboyo tipped $10 
bggysboyo: play with your clit 


Buggy lets out another moan, this one more authentic than the last. Quickly she reaches 
between her legs and begins rubbing herself in time with the hard thrusts she’s dealing herself 
with. Using her flexibility to her advantage, she shifts her legs up until her knees are touching 
her shoulders all while she continues her brutal pace, the familiar burn of her orgasm is 
starting deep in her navel. 


One of the reasons Buggy’s retained so many fans throughout her three years as an amatuer is 
because she doesn’t fake her orgasms. 


Does she exaggerate? Oh absolutely, that’s show biz baby. But there’s no faking the way her 
limbs lock up, or how her jaw relaxes then tightens all at once, or the way her toes curl and 
tremble. Buggy likes to come, it’s one of the reasons she chose this profession. She’s good at 
cumming. She looks great, sounds even better, and her body’s sensitivity makes it easy. 


Unfortunately for Buggy, she’s got some curious fans. So many times, they’ve asked who or 
what she thinks of as she fucks herself during her streams. And while Buggy’s mostly an 
open book, this is the one question she falters at. 


Definitely not her mouth breather fanbase, she’s thankful for them but not thankful enough to 
delude herself into thinking any of them are fuckable. It’s thrilling, filming and streaming 
herself for strangers to watch and do God knows what with her content, but Buggy’s 
exhibitionist streak isn’t bold enough for that to be enough to get her off. It’s been years since 


she dated anyone, there’s no image of a partner dancing through her mind as she edges closer 
to her climax. 


There’s only one right answer. Well, two actually. And they also happen to be Buggy’s 
inspiration for joining the industry. 


Buggy’s hips stutter as she presses her index finger in tighter, quicker circles around her clit. 
She’s so close now. The hand still pistoning the dildo in and out of her entrance is starting to 
cramp so she picks up the pace, ready to finish so she can end this stream. 


She imagines a warm and calloused hand gripping her by the chin, a raspy feminine voice 
demanding, “Look at me when you come so you remember who to be grateful for.” Buggy 
feels beads of sweat sliding down her inner thighs and pictures her legs thrown over elegant 
broad shoulders, eyes golden and intense as they look at the sloppy mess between her thighs 
and her trembling lips. “Pathetic.” 

Buggy’s orgasm tears through her, quick and fleeting as she fucks herself through every 
pulse. The chat notifications are going wild like they always do as she’s cumming. She keeps 
her legs spread, showing every inch of the dildo as she slips it out of her pussy and brings it 
up to her mouth to lick it clean. 


Once Buggy puts the toy aside she goes full influencer mode, “Thank you for all the tips and 
support tonight! Don’t forget to check my Twitter for updates and for the new set I’m 
releasing Friday. I’Il let you lucky bastards in on a secret since you’re such loyal fans. It’s 
acrobatics themed.” 


Viewers start filtering out, some wishing Buggy a good night and others just signing off 
wordlessly. Not that she cares too much, their views mean more than a few kind words ever 
could, it means more money in Buggy’s pockets. 


She wraps up her spiel, she’s got it down to a science now and when there's only a few 
viewers left in the stream she lets her guard down. “Shit, I was starting to get the worst cramp 
in my hand toward the end there, did any of you guys notice?” 


She starts stripping the blankets off her studio’s bed, making quick work of checking the 
sheets beneath to see if they got dirty. Buggy cranes her neck to see the chat’s replies as she 
collects any loose toys she used tonight so she can clean them in her bathroom sink. 


treasurejckx00: nah perfect as always boss 
hotgely95: Also I think the lube fell off the side of the bed again. 


Buggy blinks twice at the message and sure enough when she checks beneath the right side of 
the bed there’s her bottle of lube. “Hey, it’s here! Thanks, Gely.” She holds it up like it’s a 
prize she just won at a carnival and places it back on her stock shelf with the rest of her toys 
and supplies. Other than the moment she orgasms, this is her favorite part of her streams. A 
few of her longtime fans stick around after she’s done fucking herself and just chat with her 
as she cleans up her set. There’s even been some nights where she’s kept them on as she eats 
dinner after a stream. 


Buggy knows it probably breaks multiple rules as far as customer/sex worker boundaries but 
sometimes she wants company and honestly, these are the bastards that usually end up tipping 
best anyway. 


Soon enough the studio is clean and she’s managed to throw on an oversized hoodie, she 
sprawls out across the couch and balances her laptop on her chest. “Landlords are villains,” 
Her hobbling, conservative, hag of a landlady is heavy on her mind as Buggy eyes the cursed 
paperwork sitting on her messy coffee table. 


The chat is surprisingly silent for a moment before someone replies. 
hotgely95: Boss, are you good? No creeps are trying to take advantage of you right? 


The mental image of her landlady doing anything but hate crime her if given the chance 
makes Buggy cackle until tears start smudging her eye makeup. “The only creeps in my life 
are you bastards, don’t worry.” 


bggysboyo: are u sure 


She blinks and cocks her head dramatically at the message. “Huh, what’s that supposed to 
mean, Boyo?” 


bggysboyo: you've still never told us who you think of during streams..... 


Buggy watches her face on screen turn bright red as she sputters, caught off guard by the 
question. “-at I, what, why, uh. What kinda dumbass question is that!? Why do you even 
care?” 


bggysboyo: i'm curious \_(‘4) /— 
treasurejckx00: your being pretty defensive boss 


Buggy rolls her eyes, her cheeks have cooled down and she feels back in control now that she 
knows what these guys are really tryna get at. “You think I’m seeing someone? You know 
I’m gay anyway so it’s stupid to get jealous.” 


treasurejckx00: who said i’m a guy?? ((U"®) 
hotgely95: My pronouns are she/her. (8) 
bggysboyo: dont you love having a period girlies ((_"®) 


“Ugh that’s enough, I’m going to bed, you freaks.” Buggy pauses for a moment. After tonight 
and the set sales Friday shell still probably be short a couple hundred bucks for her credit 
card bill. She’s not above using her fans for their money, it’s what they deserve since they’re 
definitely not above using Buggy for her body. 


Before she signs off she adds, “The only way I’Il tell you who I think about is if you give me 
a really big tip so make sure you make it to Friday’s stream. Night!” 


People make running off and joining the circus sound like it isn’t back breaking work. Buggy 
is currently panting heavily, laid out on the musty gym mat she drugged up from her 
apartment building’s storage unit. 


Though she did do a stint in the circus after she graduated college, apparently daily 
masturbation isn’t good enough exercise. Who knew? And it turns out Buggy’s a lot less lean 
than she remembers even if she does look way better than most thirty-something year olds. 
She lets out a frustrated cry as she kicks her feet and smacks the the gym mat with her hand 
dramatically, this was so unfair! Buggy picked this job because it seemed easy and now she’s 
busting her ass harder than ever. 


She drags herself off the floor and tries another handstand. This time she spreads her legs as 
they’re raised above her body and doesn’t stop until they’re split wide. This handstand is 
easier to hold than some of the other types she’s tried so far, but if she’s gonna start doing her 
old acrobatic moves during streams she’s gotta practice. 


Buggy refuses to make a fool outta herself and have that be how she goes viral. 


She slowly settles herself down, stretching her long legs until one is pressed flat on the mat 
and the other is stretched over her head. She’s gotta get ready for her Friday night stream, 
tonight’s gotta go well or she’ll be in big trouble. 


If Buggy was simple or a loser, she’d probably start looking for a more “stable” job instead of 
pulling out all the stops trying to spice up her livestreams, it’d definitely be easier and Buggy 
usually jumps at the easier option. 


But she’s just not ready to give up her lifestyle, her dream. Buggy loves it. She loves working 
from home, she loves the attention, she loves being her own boss, and after tonight, she’s 
going to love the fame. 


Buggy spent three hours getting ready. Tonight her hair is styled into a high ballerina bun to 
match the theme. She took more time on her signature makeup, going for a softer look today 
though the iconic crossbones, red lip, and clown nose are forever present. Her skin is 
glittering from the bath bomb she used and the highlighter she dusted across her collarbones. 


The real star of the show though, is her new leotard, the one she spent good money on before 
her Landlady fucked her over. The material itself is white, covered in tiny rhinestones, and so 
thin that it’s see through. Buggy’s pink nipples are flushed and fully visible through the 
leotard, her hip bones are hugged so beautifully that she could cry, and the trimmed blue 
triangle of her pubic hair stands out boldly. 

Buggy looks ethereal and she’s so glad that people have to pay to look at her, because no one 
should ever be able to see this for free. She takes fifty selfies before setting up her studio. 


She's not using the bed today, opting to instead use the gym mat but only after wiping it down 
with twelve disinfectant wipes. Buggy brings over her box of assorted toys and her trusty 
bottle of lube before starting to set up her tripod and laptop. She’s got the mat set up in front 


of the wall of mirrors she had that idiot Shanks install last year, so not a single angle is gonna 
go unseen tonight. 


At eight she starts her livestream right on time and watches viewers flood in, horny and 
desperate as Buggy sits looking every bit prim and proper in front of the camera. 


She does her usual greeting and teasing, lets the endless barrage of compliments sink into her 
skin and stroke her ego. Once they’ve settled in at a total of one-hundred ninety-seven 
viewers, Buggy begins. 


“A lot of you already know this, but I’m pretty flexible,” She takes out a butt plug from her 
box of toys, this one has a gaudy fake diamond on the end of it that she’s always hated but it 
goes too well with tonight’s ensemble for her to not use it. 


“When people said go join the circus, I actually went and did it. I’m the type of woman that 
never backs down from a challenge. Pretty inspirational, right?” Buggy traces the tip of the 
plug with her tongue before pulling off of it, “They taught me a lot of stuff there, y’know. If 
you guys wanna see some of what I learned, I need to see some big tips, this is real 
professional, dangerous stuff I’m doing tonight.” 


The tip and message notifications pick up in speed and when Buggy lubes up the plug, the 
chat pauses before erupting again. Tonight, Buggy isn't taking orders, or suggestions from 
anyone, tonight is about her viewers sitting back and letting the show play out how she 
wants. 


She flips her body around from where she’d been kneeling, presenting her thinly clad ass to 
the main web camera, her tripod camera still focused on her face. “Damn, it’s been a while 
since I played with this hole, I hope the stretch doesn’t hurt too bad,” The tip notifications 
keep ringing, she imagines the bastards are begging in the chat for her to listen to their needy 
requests. 


Buggy bites her lip and pulls aside the leotard from where it’s covering her ass and pussy. 
She circles the slick, cold plug around her puckered entrance before pushing it past the ring 
of muscle slowly. While she was mentally prepared for the stretch to burn she can’t stop the 
choked sigh that escapes her. 


Once the plug is nestled inside, only the faux diamond visible, Buggy turns back around so 
she’s facing the camera again with her legs spread wide. “It feels good but I want a toy in my 
pussy before I show you what I learned in the circus. But what one do I choose?” 


Buggy likes giving these morons the illusion of options, first of all it causes tip wars like the 
one currently taking off in the chat and second of all the drama, the performance is so fun for 
her. She loves asking a question while already fully knowing the answer and still creasing her 
brows, looking at the camera through her lashes like she’s clueless. 


She holds up a short thick dildo, one that’II fit in the leotard if she pulls the fabric of the 
crotch over it but not the toy she’ll be using. And then she shows them another favorite of 
hers. 

A duo vibrator, the stubby silicone dildo hooks right into her pussy while the sucking part fits 


over her clit, even when she’s moving around it’|I stay in place too. It’s perfect, and by the 
“cha-chings” ringing through her studio, her viewers think so too. 


Buggy eases the toy into her entrance, she’s wet enough that she doesn’t need to reach for the 
lube and when she presents the toy's remote control to the camera she hears even more 
messages. She stands up from the mat, briefly adjusting both cameras so they can see her 
whole body as she pulls the crotch of her leotard back in place, both toys clearly visible 
through the fabric. 


“Now, I can show you.” Buggy tries a demure smile to keep in character but the corners of 
her lips curl a little too wickedly to pass. She wiggles the remote in the camera as she turns 
on the vibrator, before setting it down and beginning her stretches to demonstrate her 
flexibility. Buggy balances her weight evenly before pulling her right leg up until it’s high 
above her head, holding the pose for a few seconds before repeating on the other side. 


For a while it goes like this, Buggy shifting from pose to pose while slowly increasing the 
vibrators intensity. Eventually it’s time for her to do her handstands, they’re the grand finale 
for tonight but Buggy’s quickly realizing she underestimated how many of these poses had 
the vibrator pressed flush against her G-spot. 


There’s a huge damp patch on the leotard around her pussy that betrays just how turned on 
she is and even though she hasn’t been paying attention to the chat, they’ve been super active 
the whole stream. Fuck it, Buggy shows the camera as she turns the remote onto it’s highest 
setting before dropping it again. 


Her legs feel like jelly and she’s dangerously toeing the edge of her orgasm but Buggy lifts 
herself into a handstand anyway. She goes for the split one, it gives her fans a better view and 
it’s the one she felt the most comfortable with earlier. But the farther apart she spreads her 
legs, the closer she is to cumming. She pictures strong hands steadying her legs before 
forcing them wider apart. “Such a dirty girl, you'd bend your body any way you could if it’d 
make you come harder.”’ 


And freshly manicured nails trailing up her rib cage until they trace over the hardened pricks 
of her nipples poking through her leotard. “Darling, you look absolutely obscene like this.” 


Buggy’s new position combined with the sensation of the vibrator and strain on her body 
makes her orgasm sweep her off her feet. Or hands. Luckily she catches herself in time so she 
doesn’t crash on her face, instead landing on her elbows as she bucks her hips in time with 
each flare of her orgasm. 


It’s a long one, every time she thinks it’s finally cooling down she reaches another peak until 
she’s left a shivering mess. When she’s sure it’s over she turns off the vibrator and stares 
blankly up at her studio’s ceiling as feeling slowly returns to her fingertips. 


The “ping” of chat and tip notifications spamming her computer is finally enough to make 
her sit up so she’s kneeling in front of her laptop. “Damn, that was a big one.” Buggy is 
already breathless so when she sees that there’s four-hundred-fifty viewers in her livestream 
her jaw just hangs open until she makes some kinda wheezing sound. 


Oct00ct0: easily one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen 
Oct00ct0 tipped $25 


glowgirl456: I’M SO SAD I CAME IN LATE@®-® 


ppushab: nah man you jus saw the best part that shit was @ @& 
ppushab tipped $10 


r0ycer0yaler: Brb subscribing 
Yelenyyy444: “no literally same 
Jynd03: FR 


The messages just keep coming, mostly returning fans but there’s also new ones that are 
apparently mutuals with her or her regulars on Twitter, whatever it is Buggy is awestruck 
cause she just made nearly four-hundred dollars in tips alone. 


She launches herself into her usual post stream spiel, typing her Twitter into the chat and 
thanking everyone for their support. And like usual once viewers realize she’s not fucking 
herself anymore, they all sign off until it’s only the clean up crew left on call. 


Instead of immediately starting her cleaning routine, Buggy waits for her usual three fans to 
start spamming the chat and she doesn’t have to wait very long at all. 


hotgely95: Boss! Congrats on the successful stream. 
treasurejckx00: “ congrats boss buggy you looked great tn 
bggysboyo: i like the new stuff ur tryin out boss 


“You three, be honest, was it you that brought all those new people to the stream tonight?” It 
was a good stream, a fantastic stream even, but people don’t just pop into streams “by 
chance’. The amount of time and energy camgirls spend trying to boost their popularity 
enough to get even a couple new viewers is crazy. And Buggy knows just how loyal her fans 
are, especially these three. 


treasurejckx00: you found out so quick :O boss buggy is so smart 
hotgely95: We promoted your livestream on our Twitters, we took some screen recordings to 
secure viewers, is that okay? 


Buggy cackles and this time it’s like all her relief is seeping from her pores along with it, “Of 
course it’s okay, moron! You helped me make so much money tonight, you have no clue.” If 
she can keep even just a few of the new people they brought, maybe Buggy will be able to 
stop working hard again. The chat “pings” and as she reads the message she grins ruefully. 


bggysboyo: so who do u think about??? 


“Alright, alright Pll give you an answer. I always hold up my end of a bargain, after all.” 
Buggy sighs longingly. “Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile.” The chat is dead silent for 
several beats before it comes back to life. 


hotgely95: The lesbian pornstars? Wow! 
treasurejckx00: honestly same boss but i think they’d kick my ass if i looked at em 
bggysboyo: seperate or at the same time? 


Buggy fights the tremble in her voice as she answers, leaning into aggression instead of 
showing how vulnerable this subject makes her feel. ““You’re such a damn pervert! Why’s 
that matter?” When the chat stays quiet and expectant she grumbles, “...both at the same 
time.” 


Buggy was a hormonal punk of a college freshman and still halfway in the closet when she 
stumbled upon the holy grail of lesbian porn. 


A reposted video on Twitter led to her discovering Kuja Studios, a women owned, women 
centered porn studio that created sensual and realistic videos. 


Though they had some straight content, the majority of their site was lesbian and queer. Their 
two most popular stars were and still are Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile. Though their 
stand alone work was impressive (everything about them was impressive really) that wasn’t 
what changed Buggy’s brain chemistry. 


The two women had a wildly successful series they collabed on, it was years before the series 
was discontinued leaving behind twenty four episodes of Mihawk and Crocodile fucking 
bratty, timid, and eager bottoms together. 


All the girls were different but always ended up the same, sopping wet, incoherent, and in a 
few episodes, unconscious. There were rumors that that was the real reason the series was 
discontinued, cause god knew it wasn’t cause of lack of popularity. 


No one could handle the two of them, no one could please them. 


Buggy religiously watched all twenty-four of the episodes and nearly all of both actresses' 
individual work, they’re the ones that sparked her interest in porn and sex work. Yeah, mostly 
cause of their talent and success, Buggy wanted the comfort and luxury both women exuded. 


But it’s also cause Buggy held onto the dream that she could be the one to please them. There 
were very few things Buggy wouldn’t do to get the chance to please Dracule Mihawk and Sir 
Crocodile. The ping of another message snaps her outta her thoughts. 


treasurejckx00: :O boss are you a fan ??? 


Buggy sputters, the bridge of her nose is flushed as she tries to save face. “I mean, I wouldn’t 
say I’m a fan just cause of that. The great Buggy isn’t just anyone’s fan, I like having fans not 
being one.” 


treasurejckx00: THATS OUR BOSS BUGGY 
hotgely95: Boss you’re so cool! I'll be your fan forever. 


bggysboyo: boss IS the best obviously 
bggysboyo: but u guys know the rumor ab those 2 right? 


Buggy blanches at the message, she’s starting to get a bad feeling about where this 
conversation is heading. 


hotgely95: What rumor? 
treasurejckx00: ?nah 


bggysboyo: they say no one can keep up with them 
bggysboyo: that theyre like superhuman or sum shit 
bggysboyo: and from some of the vids ive seen i believe it 


treasurejckx00: DAMN really? i didnt know 
hotgely95: Their videos are pretty intense, the girls they star with always look so tired. 


There’s another pause and it’s like Buggy can hear the cogs turning in these fuckers heads. 


bggysboyo: i bet if anyone could handle them itd be boss 
treasurejckx00: BOSS BUGGY WOULD DESTROY THEM FR 
treasurejckx00: LIKE no competition 

hotgely95: After tonight’s stream Buggy is invincible. 


And she shouldn’t let it get to her head but flattery does and always will work on Buggy so 
when she feels her ego begin to inflate she lets it happen. Hearing her most loyal fans 
affirming her dream is fattening her head so when she sees the question; 


bggysboyo: boss could u handle them? 


Buggy cackles loud and smirks wide. “What kinda stupid question is that? It’s more like, 
could they handle me! I’ve seen their videos, and they’ve never starred with someone as 
flashy as me. I think the real reason no one can handle them is because no one’s able to match 
their energy.” 


She shrugs dramatically, “Which is honestly kinda pathetic cause if it were me starring with 
them, they would be the ones left a half-conscious mess. I’m very observant, you see and the 
great Buggy never misses an opportunity to please.” 

hotgely95: Boss is this... a challenge?! 

hotgely95: Are you challenging Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile? ? 


Before Buggy can bite her tongue or think it through she nods confidently, ““There’s not a 
single doubt in my mind that Mihawk and Crocodile wouldn’t be able to handle me, Buggy 
the Clown. They wouldn’t even know what hit ‘em!” 


Her fans go wild in the chat, spamming in all caps and delivering praise after praise to Buggy 
who eats it all up. They don’t ever have to know that if Buggy were ever actually in a room 
with Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile she’d spontaneously combust on the spot, after all 
these morons don’t pay her to be honest. 


Chapter Two 


this is the art that inspired this story! by: @Estrelloso_ on Twitter. their work is amazing, 
please give them a follow!! 


https://twitter.com/Estrelloso_/status/1565800820846862336?s=20 


One thing about Buggy is that she never sets morning alarms, cause what’s so important that 
it can’t wait until eleven-thirty when she naturally wakes up? 


This is why when her phone keeps ringing off the hook and forces her awake, she’s already 
prepared to kick someone’s ass. It’s Saturday morning for fucks sake, why is anyone tryna 
get in touch with her? She blindly swipes her phone off her night stand and practically growls 
when she sees stupid-ass Shanks’ contact picture lighting up her screen. 


And it’s only nine in the morning?! She aggressively accepts the call and doesn’t even let her 
best friend get the chance to speak before laying into him. “Why are you waking me up this 
early shitty Shanks? Someone better be DYING, you know I have late streams on the 
weekend and I need a full ten hours of uninterrupted sleep or it throws me off my game.” 


There’s silence for only a second before Shanks’ booming laughter echoes through the line, 
Buggy can hear Shanks’ menace of a son Luffy and his little friends yapping in the 
background too. “Good morning to you too, friend! I take it by your reaction that you haven t 
seen it yet.” 


Buggy blinks, “Seen what?” 


“The kids only just told me about it! I guess you're trending on, uh wait what app is it again? 
Hey- eB) 


There’s a fight for the phone, she can hear multiple voices arguing before finally one of 
Luffy’s friends, the orange haired one, Nami by the sound of it says, “Auntie Buggy you’re 
trending on Twitter!” 


Buggy pulls her phone away from her ear and puts the call on speaker, she must’ve misheard. 
She’s still half asleep after all. “Hah?” 


“There ’ a clip from your stream that everyone 5 talking about!” Another voice chimes in, 
maybe the curly haired kid that did her design? 


Wait, a clip? What clip? Buggy unlocks her phone and is immediately slammed with so many 
notifications she has to put her phone on Do Not Disturb. What the fuck is happening? The 
kids said Twitter right? 


“Yo! It’s on Tiktok too, someone just sent me it.” 


Buggy doesn’t even have a fucking Tiktok! Her Twitter account has never taken so long to 
load, she watches the blue swirl of the loading screen go round and round, every passing 
second feels like five years off her lifespan. 


Before she can even look at her own account’s stats, she sees the clip come up in her feed. 
rinto @bggysboyo 

do u accept? Wbuggytheclown @draculemihawk @ce.rocodile #buggychallenge 

[video attachment] 


91.9k Retweets 19.1k Quote Tweets 142k Likes 


The clip is obviously a screen recording from last night’s stream, the chat box is visible and 
so is every inch of Buggy’s face as she cockily speaks. 


‘It's more like, could they handle me! I’ve seen their videos, and they’ve never starred with 
someone as flashy as me. I think the real reason no one can handle them is because no one’s 
able to match their energy.’ 


‘Which is honestly kinda pathetic cause if it were me starring with them, they would be the 
ones left a half-conscious mess. I’m very observant, you see and the great Buggy never 
misses an opportunity to please.’ 


‘Theres not a single doubt in my mind that Mihawk and Crocodile wouldnt be able to handle 
me, Buggy the Clown. They wouldn t even know what hit ‘em!’ 


Buggy can hear Luffy snicker, she imagines the little shit with his nose pressed against 
Shanks’ phone screen, no better than a toddler. “Auntie does this mean you’re finally 
famous?” 


“T already told you and your little friends to stop calling me that, brat!” 
“Sorry, sorry!” 


After kicking Shanks off the phone and sifting through a couple thousand Tweets, Buggy 
realizes she’s surprisingly not being flayed alive by the internet. Well, in some corners of it 
she is, there are plenty of comments about her being a “weird clown bitch/slut/whore” yeah, 
yeah who cares, but mainly all the people using #buggychallenge are talking her up. 


Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile are household names, everyone and their grandparents 
know who they are and as someone that follows their work, Buggy knows their fan bases are 
terrifying. Buggy was ready to kiss her security and lifestyle goodbye when she saw shitty 
Boyo’s Tweet but now she’s starting to really enjoy the fame. 


Every minute, her number of followers is growing, she had so many DMs that she had to set 
limits on who can send her messages, and gay Twitter is having a fucking field day under the 
buggychallenge hashtag. 


koala @rev.koala99 


There’s something so liberating about watching a lesbian clown sw go viral for shit talking 
the two backbones of the les porn industry. Clown girl supremacy #buggychallenge 


1.5k Retweets 314 Quote Tweets 3k Likes 


Bon-channn @bonclayandslay 


we as a community need to talk about the amount of CUNT @buggytheclown serves. sis has 
mastered the camp artform! (4 #buggychallenge 


4.8k Retweets 559 Quote Tweets 7k Likes 


Myuuu @charlottemyukuru 


Sooo where’s the video?? @ 3\4 2% @draculemihawk @c.rocodile @buggytheclown 
#buggychallenge 


10.4k Retweets 2.6k Quote Tweets 18k Likes 


nami-swan @tangerinegirl 


ya’ll stop @ing mihawk and crocodile i don’t want my auntie to die young & *° 
#buggychallenge 


17.7k Retweets 8.8k Quote Tweets 30k Likes 


While Nami’s tweet pisses her off a little (she gets a shred of fame and the little shit is 
already mooching off it), it also makes Buggy think. 


What are the chances Mihawk or Crocodile will actually see her video? Neither of the women 
are active on their social media. Buggy’s already frantically checked their Twitters four times 
and there’s nothing recent, just dated promotional videos and old reposts from the Kuja 
Studios Twitter. 


She should be fine then! A studio as big and successful as Kuja Studios probably sees shit 
like this daily. It's no big deal. 


Buggy can just enjoy her fame and reap all the benefits without dealing with the 
embarrassment. 


Cause honestly, she doesn’t know what she’d do if either of them actually saw it, probably 
melt into a puddle and evaporate slowly. 


After she reposts the video on her own page, the number of followers and interactions she’s 
been getting skyrockets and her head starts spinning so she takes a break from social media. 


Buggy spends all afternoon crunching numbers, her OnlyFans subscribers jumped from 
three-hundred-forty to a little over a thousand. After OnlyFans takes their cut that’ Il be four 
thousand a month BEFORE tips, Buggy cheers at the top of her lungs until her voice is 
hoarse. She almost wants her Landlady to come down and give her shit just so she can rub 
her good luck in the old hag’s face! 


On top of her OnlyFans subscriber count increasing, Buggy’s also had a shitload of photo set 
sales through her Twitter, she went from a little over two-thousand to twenty-eight thousand 
Twitter followers with hundreds more following her every hour. 


It keeps getting later and later into the day, she’s supposed to stream at eight but she’s sure 
her regulars and new subscribers are all waiting to hear from her. It’s around five when she 
makes the announcement on her Twitter. 


Boss Buggy @buggytheclown 


Just cause I hit big and got my much deserved fame doesn’t mean I’m not streaming tn. 
Thanks to all my new fans@ All you bastard non-subscribers can pay the three bucks if you 


wanna see me shake my ass on a pile of cash. #buggychallenge 


150 Retweets 63 Quote Tweets 200 Likes 


Instantly people are interacting with her Tweet, Buggy wants to sit and watch the numbers 
climb but she’s gotta start getting ready for the stream. Last night’s outfit was perfect, but 
tonight’s has to be epic. Buggy has to show out so all her new fans see just how serious she is 
about being the best there is. 


She digs in her costume wardrobe, all the way in the back where she keeps her tutus, gloves, 
and stockings. Her outfit tonight will be the essence of “Buggy the Clown’, last night was 
something a little lighter and different from her usual get-up. This stream she’s going back to 
her roots. 


It takes her two and a half hours, showering and grooming, doing a full face of heavy 
makeup, and adjusting her outfit so it sits just right on her hips. Once she’s got her cameras 
set up and facing her bed, Buggy looks at herself one last time in the webcam of her laptop 
before turning on her electric blue and red LED lights. 


Her hair is up in two pigtails with Buggy the Clown logo clips decorating each, she even 
went the extra mile and curled the ends of each tail so they spiral past her breasts. She’s 
wearing glitzy blue eyeshadow that contrasts with the red and white graphic eyeliner she 


spent thirty minutes doing, her red lipstick curves past the corners of her mouth into a subtle 
joker smile. 


Buggy layered on her accessories tonight, partyhat earrings, matching red and white striped 
gloves and thigh-highs, an assortment of colorful rings. But her favorite accessory is the 
rhinestone encrusted chunky choker she had custom made a couple years back that says 
“BOSS BUGGY” in block lettering. Her leotard hangs off one of her shoulders and is 
covered in blue polka dots that match the color of her hair while her red tutu is torn, doing 
nothing to cover her ass or the tops of her thighs. 


Buggy is gonna give these fuckers a show they’II never forget. No one does it like Buggy the 
Clown. She’s in a league of her own. 


When Buggy goes live at exactly eight, she eagerly watches as hundreds of people pour into 
the stream. Her old record of two-hundred-thirteen is a far off memory as incoming viewers 
start capping off around thirteen-hundred. She gulps heavily, as she watches the chat come to 
life. A lot of them are asking questions about the clip that went viral, but Buggy grins as she 
sees some familiar usernames praising how good she looks. 


“There’s a lot of you tonight so let’s get introductions outta the way,” The chat is filling up 
endlessly, more than Buggy can keep up with so without a word she changes the chat 
settings. She never thought she’d see the day where she could change the settings so only 
those who sent tips are able to send messages and now it’s necessary, the last twelve hours 
have changed her life for the better already. 


“T’m Buggy the Clown and rule number one of my streams 1s, if you’re too broke to tip, you 
shouldn’t be talking.” She leans in closer to her laptop. “I know everyone’s got questions, 
that’s probably why most of you fuckers are here. I’1l answer three and then I’m starting the 
real show, I’ve got a business to run, y’ know.” 


Much slower this time now that Buggy weeded out the brokies, questions begin pinging into 
the chat. 


mrthree tipped $15 
mrthree: Will you be starring with Crocodile and Mihawk? ?? 


Suppressing the whine in the back of her throat at the idea of her starring with the actresses, 
Buggy instead shrugs her shoulders with a playful pout. “Neither of them have responded to 
my challenge so I guess we’ll never know.” 


As if bigshots like them even need to go on social media anymore, both probably have 
managers that do that sorta thing for them, not that these idiots realize that. Buggy cackles 
internally, she’|l just keep profiting off of Mihawk and Crocodile’s fame for as long as she 
can. Buggy’s gonna be able to pay off all her credit card debt and then some by the time her 
popularity dies down. 


mxbxc123 tipped $15 


mxbxc123: why do you dress like a clown? i’m curious about how it started 


The question surprises Buggy, she figured this Q&A would be entirely about how she went 
viral and nothing about her look or what she does. She catches a genuine smile on her face as 
she answers, “I’m not dressing like a clown, I am a clown, first of all. But I always thought it 
looked cool as a kid, and I like standing out. Then when I joined the circus it became normal 
for me, now I do this shit everyday.” 


This is a lot more honest than Buggy’s used to being during streams and she actually doesn’t 
hate it. “Alright, bastards. This is your last question so make it a good one.” 


bbclilyxoxo tipped $15 


All these bastards are tipping fifteen tonight, weird number to settle on but it’s better than the 
usual cheap bastards that’1l try tipping a dollar and then ask her to do her best stunts. 


bbclilyxoxo: do you even want to/think you’re ready to star with them? 


Before she can think, she’s snorting and replying snappily. “Pfft, of course, I want to! I’m not 
a fucking idiot.” 


Buggy can’t help being defensive now that all these strangers are so close to knowing what 
her dream is. Before it was a far off unattainable thing that Buggy would think about in order 
to come harder, and even though all this attention has been brought to it now Buggy’s not 
gonna let randoms give her false hopes or make her question herself. 


Buggy wants to film with Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile like a person stranded in a 
desert wants water and shade. But she’s not delusional enough to start letting the possibility 
of filming with them stop her from profiting off of what she does have control over. 


“Alright, alright, Q&A is over.” Buggy quickly brushes past the second half of the person’s 
question, “Tonight I really wanna get to know everyone. Yesterday I was mean and didn’t pay 
attention to the chat so I'll make up for it tonight.” 


Buggy lays on her stomach across the bed, stretching every inch of her body slow and 
sensually as she shoots the camera coy grin. The fabric of her tutu hikes up and her ass 
cheeks are out, the thin thong crotch of the leotard is the only thing keeping her bare pussy 
from being visible. 


She arches her back and huffs breathily, “All these eyes on me remind me of when I was still 
performing live, yesterday I came too quick and couldn’t show you everything I wanted.” 
Buggy cocks her head, “How about I show you now?” 


Several tip notifications “cha-ching” through the studio, followed by the rapid pings of 
messages. 


glowgirl456 tipped $15 


glowgirl456: HOLY SHIT if it’s anything like last time with the handstand YES PLZ 


tinysol2 tipped $10 


tinysol2: ’ she was doing handstands last time?? 


hotgely95 tipped $20 
hotgely95: thats our BOSS BUGGY, she does it all no one can compete 


hotgely95: boss i love ur neclace btw 


bggysboyo tipped $21 
bggysboyo: ....hey boss (: you look great tn 
Buggy reads Boyo’s comment last and rolls her eyes, “Traitor, you’re lucky your betrayal is 


making me good money, shitty Boyo.” Buggy bites her tongue before she can say anything 
else and instead focuses on the other viewers. “Even better than the handstands.” 


She’s not an expert on all the technical shit contortionists do but she knows enough to be 
passable. Especially to people who are impressed when she can hold a standard split. People 
who think with their dicks are so easy to please, that’s another reason why Buggy loves her 
job. 


Slowly contorting her body, she feels the burn of every inch as she keeps her right leg laid 
flat against the bed, using one hand to anchor herself and the other to guide her left leg high 
above her head. Buggy stretches her leg higher until she sees she’s achieved the scorpion tail 
pose she was going for, and holds the position while more tip and message notifications 
sound off. 


bbclilyxoxo: Fuck wow 


bbclilyxoxo: WOW 


blanca99 tipped $8 


blanca99: SHE JUST KEEPS GOING 


ppushab tipped $5 


ppushab: goddamn 


Oct00ct0 tipped $15 


Oct00ct0: This is genuinely so impressive 


treasurejckx00 tipped $22 


treasurejckx00: Boss you look great! Are you going to do another pose? 


“Of course I’m doing another! This was only a warm up. Next one’s harder without a mat but 
I think my bed is firm enough.” Buggy relaxes her body, letting her leg fall flat against the 
bed before moving to kneel in front of the laptop. Her tutu and leotard are disheveled now, 
the neckline of the leotard has slipped down enough that Buggy’s nipples are peaking 
through. 


She reaches over and grabs her box of toys and takes her time showing off each to the 
cameras, “I want a challenge. I think I wanna come before I do the next pose so I’m nice and 
sensitive, what should I use though?” Buggy feigns indecision as she watches suggestions 
begin popping up in the chat, a few of them are given along with a tip but nothing 
impressive. 


Well “nothing impressive” in comparison to what she deserves now that’s got her newfound 
fame. If someone told her last week that she’d make one-hundred-fifty dollars in tips only ten 
minutes into her stream, she wouldn’t have believed them for a fucking second. 


“Remember, whoever leaves the biggest tip is the one Ill listen to,” She reminds, teasingly 
biting her lower lip. Buggy’s about to listen to someone’s request that tipped her twenty-five 
when a new message pops up at the last second and the username immediately catches her 
eye. 


draculemihawk tipped $30 

draculemihawk: Use your fingers. 

Buggy crinkles her nose and shoots the camera a look, has she gotten so popular she has 
trolls now? “What is this, the stone age? Real funny, “Dracule Mihawk’”’. Could you be any 
less original with that username?” 

She’s about to move on and use the toy the person that tipped her twenty-five requested when 
there’s another message notification. 

draculemihawk: It is original. 


draculemihawk: Seeing as it’s my name. 


The cackles pass her lips before she can stop them, maybe it’s the novelty of having an actual 


troll in her stream but for some reason she entertains them instead of moving on. “So you’re 
saying you’re the Dracule Mihawk and you just happen to be in my stream?” 


draculemihawk: Yes. I wanted to see if it was worth my time to accept your “challenge”’. 


draculemihawk: So far it seems not. 


Buggy tenses, who the fuck does this random think they are? She practically barks, “Alright 
asshole, if you’re Dracule Mihawk prove it then!” People coming into her streams and shit 
talking isn’t something that’s never happened before but usually people won’t pay her just to 
hate on her. 


Tipping thirty dollars just to talk shit makes no sense, this person must be a real idiot. Maybe 
enough of an idiot she can get some money outta them while also shutting them up. 
draculemihawk: And how should I prove it? 


“Well,” Buggy is smug as she croons, “If this were the real Dracule Mihawk, she’d give me a 
way better tip than just thirty dollars.” 


For several seconds the rest of the chat bubbles eagerly with different comments about what 
they want Buggy to do next. Some people are defending her against the Dracule Mihawk 
impersonator but when the “cha-ching” of the tip notification dings through her studio, 
everyone stops talking and Buggy stops breathing. 


draculemihawk tipped $3,000 


draculemihawk: Buy yourself something nice. I don t usually like rewarding bad behavior, 
but the look on your face is making me reconsider. 


Her jaw is hanging open, and Buggy watches in real time as the panic blossoms in her eyes 
through the webcam. 
There 5 no way, there's no way. 


Three-thousand fucking dollars? That’s her rent for an entire MONTH. No internet troll has 
that kinda money to throw around and in three years of camming the biggest tip Buggy’s ever 
gotten was a little over one-hundred dollars. 


Her brain is overheating but no matter how she looks at it, it’s true. 
Dracule Mihawk is in Buggy’s OnlyFans livestream. 


Dracule Mihawk is in Buggy’ OnlyFans livestream. 


Which means Dracule Mihawk has seen the clip, and if she’s seen it, Buggy has no doubt 
Crocodile has too. Her heart feels like it’s jumping up and down from Buggy’s throat to her 
stomach. 


They saw it. They really saw it. 


And Mihawk took her challenge seriously enough that she joined her stream and tipped her 
three grand even if it was to prove a point. 


In the back of her head Buggy can only imagine the fallout back-talking Mihawk in front of 
over a thousand people is gonna create on Twitter. But right now she’s focused on salvaging 
this stream and proving that she is worth Mihawk’s time. 


Dracule Mihawk who’s one-half of Buggy’s gay awakening. Dracule Mihawk who’s videos 
have millions of views. Dracule Mihawk who’s got hundreds of thousands of followers and 
fans. 


Buggy’s outta her league and scared shitless, but she’s also never been closer to having a shot 
at her dream. 


It’s pandemonium in the chat, her other viewers are going wild at the fact Mihawk is in the 
stream with them but Buggy’s only got eyes for Mihawk’s messages. Finally she grunts, 
“Stop spamming the chat, you bastards! D’you still wanna show or not?” 


The messages slow down, not entirely but enough that she can read them before they get lost 
in the mix. She clears her throat but her voice still cracks and wavers as she asks, ““You want 
me to use my fingers, right?” 


draculemihawk: Ah, she does listen. Yes, I do. Although I recall you saying that was too 
much work. 


“T actually said it was giving stone-age but I,” Buggy backtracks as she mumbles, “I mean it 
takes longer but it still works so I don’t mind.” The “fits you’ goes unsaid but she’s sure 
everyone can tell that’s what she means. 


draculemihawk: If that is the case, let's start with that. 


Wordlessly, Buggy sets her pillows up in the middle of the bed for her to lean against, and 
spreads her legs wide open. The crotch of her leotard is already more than damp as she peels 
the fabric away from her wet pussy, pushing it to the side so she’s exposed to the cool air of 
the room. 


This doesn’t even feel real, nothing about today has but this is pushing Buggy past her limits. 


Her hands tremble as she reaches down to teasingly drag her fingers through her wet folds. 
She can’t even remember the last time someone asked her to finger herself, her viewers 
always want her to fuck herself with her largest and most realistic looking toys. 


But this isn’t some regular ass subscriber she’s doing this for. 


It’s easy for Buggy to imagine Mihawk’s fingers slipping into her entrance instead of her 
own. After the countless videos she’s watched, gotten off to, and studied, Buggy knows that 
if it were Mihawk she would curl her fingers in that rhythmic “come hither” motion that she's 
mastered. She would sink her middle and ring fingers deeper into Buggy, and lightly slap her 
thigh until Buggy started rocking her hips to match her pace. “Fuck, that feels so good.” 


Those assessing golden eyes would drink in all of her reactions, every time Buggy nipped at 
her bottom lip or released a shuddering gasp. And once Mihawk was sure what angles were 
making her body jolt like a livewire, she would quicken her thrusts until Buggy’s pleasure 
blurred the edges of her vision. 


The familiar low burn of her orgasm budding brings Buggy out of her fantasy, her back is 
beginning to arch off of the bed from the sensitivity. She knows it’s quick, way quicker than 
normal but nothing about this stream is “normal” anyway. 


Buggy’s just about to start grinding the heel of her hand into her clit when she takes a look at 
the chat and notices a new message from Mihawk. 


draculemihawk: No, add another finger first. You can take it. 


The moan she lets out is embarrassingly loud, the woman isn’t even in the fucking room with 
Buggy and is still getting these types of reactions outta her. Buggy could easily ignore the 
message, but there’s this nagging voice in the back of her head that wants to please Mihawk 
more than anything else. 


She readjusts her position, sitting up with one arm hooked around her thigh and the other 
reaching down past her pelvis. Both her knees are nearly pressed into her shoulders as she 
searches for the right angle to slip three fingers into her entrance. 


And once Buggy’s found it, she keeps her eyes locked on the camera as she slips her ring, 
middle, and index fingers into her pussy. She takes them down to her second knuckle and her 
toes curl at the slight burn from the stretch but she wastes no time returning to her previous 
pace. 


“The stretch,” Buggy hiccups between her words. “Fuck me. It feels really, really, good.” 


Her orgasm is undeniable, she can feel it in the tingling of her unoccupied hand’s fingertips 
and when Buggy sucks them into her mouth she realizes the studio has been filling with the 
chimes of the tip notifications for a while. Through lust hazed eyes she sees that there’s 
nearly two-thousand people in the stream now, probably thanks to Mihawk’s presence but 
Buggy’s too close to cumming to care about anything but the woman’s next instructions. And 
she doesn’t disappoint, her message stands out bold in the sea of notifications. 


draculemihawk: I want to see you gag on those fingers before you come. 


Fuck. “Fuuh-,” Buggy’s curse is muffled by her own fingers, she’d been petting along the 
slippery flat slope of her tongue but Mihawk wants to see her choking on them. Buggy knows 
she’s flushed down to her chest, she can feel the ruddiness in her face, and her hairline is 
peppered with beads of sweat. 


Without thinking, Buggy pushes the fingers in her mouth until they’re down to the second 
knuckle just like the ones in her pussy. She holds them there for a ten count and she can feel 
her core clench around the digits buried there as she lets out gag after breathless gag. 


When she pulls her fingers from her mouth, there’s a trail of thick saliva that follows. As 
Buggy spreads her fingers wide for the camera so they can see the strings of spit hanging 
from them, she sees her red lipstick is smeared down her chin and her eye makeup is running. 


“T made a mess,” She whines, wiggling her fingers tauntingly before dragging them down to 
rest at her navel impatiently. Her other hand is still working her entrance in shallow thrusts, 
it’s enough to keep her right on the edge but Buggy’s still waiting for Mihawk’s directions, 
she wants to see the words typed out before she finally careens over the edge. 


iammanmi: i’mm- 


iammanmi: buggy pleaseeeeee 


blanca99: THIS IS INSANE 


ppushab: W legendary stream 


treasurejckx00: Boss, you’re blowing up even more on Twitter right now. 


treasurejckx00: Love seeing you get the recognition you deserve. 


She reads through the comments hurriedly until she lands on the only important one. 


draculemihawk: Good girl, finish yourself off. 


Buggy sucks her bottom lip into her mouth but it does nothing to smother her whimper, she 
sounds like a kicked dog but can’t find the energy to feel ashamed. 


Good girl. Good girl. Good girl. 


Buggy’s heard Mihawk whisper it to her costars before, the sultry timber is ingrained in her 
mind. Reading the message is as good as hearing Mihawk purr it directly into her ear. She 
swipes her thumb over her clit a total of four times before she’s folding in on herself, arching 
up off the bed as her orgasm finally washes over her. 


The tension melts away in her muscles all at once, and Buggy’s left in a wet puddle of her 
own completion as she bonelessly sinks into the firm mattress beneath her. 


The message and tip notifications sound far away as she focuses on catching her breath. 
Buggy knows she’s gotta start figuring out how to pull herself together enough to do two 
more contortion positions but her neurons are fried. She’s about to “rest her eyes” for a few 
minutes when a pressing thought finally filters through her sluggish mind. 


Dracule Mihawk is still in her stream. 


Buggy sits up straight so quickly she gets a little light headed. It takes her a moment but once 
she focuses back on the camera, looking every bit as sex drunk as she is, Buggy gets back 
into the zone. 


“T promised you bastards a show, that’s what you’re gonna get.” She swallows thickly 
looking at her box of toys in trepidation, “What, uh. What toys should I use?” 


Buggy looks up through her lashes and watches the chat go wild. There are plenty of tips 
coming through but she’s not asking her viewers. She’s asking Mihawk. 


draculemihawk: The blue plug and bullet vibrator seem the most practical. 


She nods approvingly at the woman’s choices. Outta her options the smaller toys make the 
most sense for the positions she’Il be doing. Buggy plucks the toys out of her collection and 
presents them to the camera with a cocky smile. “These two are perfect, you wanna know 
why?” 


She holds up a pair of remotes and demonstrates the vibrate function of both toys, these 
fuckers always love the toys that come with remotes. Buggy thinks it’s something about 
seeing the intensity go up little by little that makes ‘em feel more involved. 


Buggy eases back into her pillows, both toys and her bottle of lube right beside her. She’s 
starting to work the bullet into her entrance but when she skims the chat she’s immediately 
left frowning. 


hotgely95: boss buggy y arent u taking any requests other than mihawk ,-; 


ppushab: “Yr its hot but why are we tippin if you ain t gonna listen 


She can’t stifle her reaction in time and the sneer painted across her face is a nasty one. The 
same fuckers that are jacking it to her right now have the audacity to complain about what 
she is and isn’t doing? “If you can top three-thousand, let me know,” The chat goes silent and 
Buggy rolls her eyes. ““Broke-asses.” 


Like Buggy still even needs these bastards to tip her after the amount Mihawk left her, just 
cause they’ve been fans for a while doesn’t mean they can start criticizing her mid-stream. 


Her pussy is still sensitive from the three fingers she worked into it before, so once she 
gingerly slips the bullet inside, she turns it on its lowest setting. She does the same with the 
vibrating plug after taking extra care to lube it before pressing it in carefully. 


Buggy feels full but it’s manageable while she’s just laying with her legs spread so everyone 
can see how snug the toys are inside. The issue is gonna be where and what they rub against 
as She stretches her body and holds the poses. 


“Like I said before, the move I did earlier was nothing but a warm up for these last two 
positions. You see, the great Buggy the Clown has many tricks up her sleeve.” She puts on 
her brave face for the camera before moving to rest on her stomach, the studio bed is just 
barely firm enough to do this move. Buggy curses under her breath, she should’ ve done 
tonight’s stream on the gym mats but now she’s gotta work with what she’s got. 


She plants her forearms firmly beneath her shoulders and counts to three before pushing her 
torso and legs off the bed. Buggy waits until the handstand she’s holding is stable before 
shooting her trademark grin at the webcam, “Watch me.” 


Slowly, she bends her body until her legs, which were raised high in the air, stretch out in 
front of her head and shoulders in a reverse scorpion handstand. From where she’s still 
leaning on her forearms she can see her position in the cameras, and because her body is 
curved so unnaturally, anyone watching has a perfect view of the toys as they vibrate inside 
her. 


This position puts a lot of strain on her pelvis and the uneveness of the bed is fucking with 
her posture but Buggy still looks amazing like this. And Dracule Mihawk is watching every 
moment as she’s in her element. The internet is a lawless land and Buggy doesn’t know 
what’ ll happen after her stream is over but so long as she’s still live she has some control 
over how the older woman sees her. As she shifts her legs a little wider, a pang of arousal 
washes over her. 


Her tiny whimper is drowned out by the notifications sounding off and without paying 
attention to the chat, Buggy grits out, “‘m getting close again. Don’t wanna come before the 
last position so I’m switching.” And without another word, she transitions to the final 
position. 


Buggy extends her left leg all the way so her toes are pointing at the ceiling like a ballerina 
gearing up to do pointe. Then with the hands she’s been clasping between her forearms as 
they support her weight, Buggy grasps the ankle of her right leg and holds it flat against her 
head. 


She’s literally folded herself in half with this position while still holding a handstand. The 
longer she holds her right leg in place from where it’s obscenely split from her left, the more 
unbearable the ache in her hips and throbbing of her pussy becomes. “Shit, the toy’s so deep 
like this.” Buggy thinks aloud as she tenderly unwinds herself until she’s laying flat on her 
stomach again, desperately humping the mattress as she approaches her second orgasm. 


She can see the pleasure pinching the space between her eyebrows, her eyes are glassy with 
unshed tears, and her bite-swollen lips are parted as she pants loudly. Buggy could come like 


this and her viewers would be grateful. 


But she wants Mihawk to see all of her as she comes. Cause although a lot of things are 
uncertain right now, one thing remains unchanged. Buggy’s full-body orgasms can level 
countries, solve world hunger, and stop wars. 


Eagerly she turns onto her back, hiking her knees up to her shoulders as she gives the 
cameras a perfect shot of where her center is spasming around the bullet vibrator and her ass 
is pulsing around the blue plug that Mihawk chose. 


Blindly, she smacks a hand around the mattress to the left of her until she finds both of the 
toys’ remotes and as she wordlessly presents them to the camera Buggy tries to imagine what 
Mihawk looks like right now. 


Is the older woman laughing at her, or maybe she already left the stream and Buggy was so 
distracted fucking herself she didn’t even notice. But maybe, just maybe, as she’s been 
watching Buggy split it open for her, Mihawk’s been getting hot and bothered. 


The thought of Dracule Mihawk touching herself right now has stars forming behind Buggy’s 
lids. And when Buggy turns the vibrations up on both toys she finally bursts without even 
needing to touch her clit. It takes her blunt teeth and a bloody lip for Buggy not to cry out for 
Mihawk. She comes so hard that the force of it nearly pushes both toys out of her entrances 
and her inner thighs are coated in her release. 


Again, it takes her a moment to come back into her body as she floats somewhere overhead 
until the message and tip notifications become too grating. “Alright, alright, I hear you. You 


bastards can’t even let me enjoy my afterglow?” She uses her brash tone to hide the fact that 
she almost tips over when pushes herself up so she can read the stream’s comments. 


bbclilyxoxo: again WOW. This was amazing Buggy 


blanca99: im gonna be thinking about the LAST MOVE for a while 


iammanmi: annnd subscribed. the hype was beyond deserved 


iammanmi: I just wish there was more 


ppushab: aight sorry ill never talk shit again 


mxbxc123: we just got a circus routine and a show?? This is so niche but i love it. 


treasurejckx00: Amazing work as always, boss. I loved the second position. 


glowgirl456: today DEFINITELY topped the handstands, oh my god. 


hotgely95: BOSSS you really showed out today youre so cool 


hotgely95: like smthing out a movie 


bggysboyo: boss ik ur still pissed at me but tn was next level good 


Loads of messages are still being sent but to Buggy’s disappointment none are from Mihawk. 
She’s still running a business though so Buggy dutifully reads through some of the 
comments, giving thanks, bragging, and answering questions about the training it took to 
contort the way she did. 


As she talks with her viewers she eases the toys out of her entrances and begins cleaning up 
the bed a little. More people are taking their time leaving today and from the way they’re 
speaking, Buggy realizes she has more female subscribers than ever. 


Usually she’d be jumping with joy right now, she made close to three thousand and five 
hundred in tips alone thanks to Mihawk but Buggy can’t help agonizing over what she 
must’ve done wrong that the woman left without saying anything. Once the conversations 
begin dying out, Buggy starts stripping her bed and starting her usual routine. 


She ran over time tonight, definitely some fangirl self-indulgence on her part but she doesn’t 
regret a damn thing. Her message notifications start pinging back up again, probably thanks 
to the clean up crew since those losers don’t know how to leave Buggy the hell alone. 


But when Buggy checks the chat she stops dead in her tracks. 


draculemihawk: Work on your stamina. 


Dracule Mihawk takes a sip from her glass of red wine and shuts the laptop on the coffee 
table in front of her. 


Interesting. 


The light scoff to her left catches her attention and she crosses her legs before raising a brow 
at the woman next to her, “Do you have something to say?” 


Her long time coworker and Mihawk would even venture to say friend, is sitting on the 
opposite end of the couch. The taller woman, as usual, has her lips wrapped around the filter 
of a cigarette. Although Mihawk has never liked the earthy scent of smoke, in the years 
working with Crocodile it’s become something she tolerates. Even in the comfort of her own 
home, it seems. 


“You're crazy,” Crocodile chuckles as she ashes her cigarette over one of the trays Mihawk 
keeps around the house for the woman. When Mihawk only arches a brow at her comment, 
Crocodile continues incredulously, “You blew three grand on some amateur that’s riding our 
coat tails in order to get her fifteen minutes. Is that not describing someone outta their mind?” 


“She said to prove it.” Mihawk is acutely aware of the childish nature of her words and that’s 
what makes things even more interesting. There’s something about the younger woman that 
got under her skin in a way not many are able. 


“And when did we start proving things to bratty amateurs?” 


Crocodile as dismissive as she is has a point. It is out of character that Mihawk even interacts 
with amateurs that have no idea how deep and full of trepidation the waters of the industry 
truly are. There’s nothing they could possibly dream of bringing to the table that wouldn’t be 
a waste of her time. 


However, when Perona came to her earlier with her phone in hand and a half-asleep Zoro 
trailing behind her, she was surprised at the confidence in which “Buggy the Clown” 
challenged her and Crocodile. Especially since it didn’t reach her frantic dark eyes, though it 
was believable enough to spark a trend from what the kids told Mihawk. 


Curiosity made her join the stream. Her own daughter’s ranting and raving over the amateur 
was part of it. However, the carefully curated persona and aesthetic was eye catching. 
Mihawk couldn’t deny there was some truth to “Buggy the Clown’s” words, there aren’t any 
sex workers quite like her. 


Once in the stream, there was a certain magnetism the younger woman had about her. Her 
brash attitude was the centerpiece of the show and however ridiculous her contortionist 
routine was, it was also impressive. 


And more than impressive, “You have to admit she’s interesting.”” Mihawk looks directly at 
Crocodile and locks eyes with the larger woman. Crocodile had watched the stream right 
alongside her, and although she feigned disinterest, there weren’t many moments where her 
eyes weren’t locked on the screen. 


Crocodile takes one last pull from her cigarette before stubbing it out in the tray and sighs 
through her nose, smoke pluming around her sharp features. “Suppose we’ve never fucked a 
clown before.” 


Chapter Three 


this is the art that inspired this story! by: @Estrelloso_ on Twitter. their work is amazing, 
please give them a follow!! 


https://twitter.com/Estrelloso_/status/1565800820846862336?s=20 


Sir Crocodile @c.rocodile 

Cute. 

rinto @bggysboyo 

do u accept? @buggytheclown Wdraculemihawk @ce.rocodile #buggychallenge 
[video attachment] 


66.8k Retweets 26.1k Quote Tweets 97k Likes 


@c.rocodile is now following you! 


@draculemihawk is now following you! 


Buggy re-reads the words on her screen twice to make sure she’s not dreaming. When the 
quote tweet and new follower notifications all stay the same, she turns her phone off and goes 
back to sleep. 


Nope. Too early for a freak out. 
Future Buggy can have this one. 


Buggy enjoys a deep and dreamless sleep for way longer than she probably should. Every 
now and then she stirs when the beaming sun hits her face through her curtains, only 
awakening long enough to briefly acknowledge that she needs to get up. But then Crocodile’s 
tweet flashes behind her lids and she’s reminded that being unconscious is her best bet. 


The next time she wakes up, it’s not because of the sun. Her blankets are pulled roughly from 
where they’ve been safely cocooning her, exposing Buggy to the AC cooled air of her 
bedroom. “Rise and shine, superstar! I brought pizza and beer, we’re having an intervention.” 


She can grudgingly admit that Shanks’ voice is comforting right now. Someone familiar, 
someone who she knows is in her corner and can help her with all this bullshit. 


Then she hears Luffy’s contagious laughter and the loud clattering of dishes from her kitchen. 
Buggy groans into her pillow, if she doesn’t get up the kids are gonna start breaking all her 
shit. Again. So Buggy starts her morning skincare routine at two in the afternoon and Shanks 
keeps her company the whole time. 


“This one is my favorite!” Yells curly-top, or Usopp as he’d impatiently reminded Buggy 
earlier. Him and Nami are going back and forth pulling up different buggychallenge memes, 
since apparently those are now a thing. 


They’re so damn loud and Luffy’s no better from where he’s planted in front of her TV. The 
little shit is shouting as he plays one of the games she keeps around for drop-in visits like 
these. Buggy learned a long time ago that a bored Luffy is a destructive one. 


Buggy takes a huge bite outta her third slice of pepperoni and mushroom, smacking her lips 
loud enough that it almost drowns out their incessant noise. 


Somewhere between grabbing her first slice and Shanks trying to convince her to talk about 
her feelings, Buggy turned her phone back on and hesitantly checked out what Twitter had to 
say about Mihawk crashing her stream. 


A lot. They had a lot to say. 


Buggy’s follower count having doubled overnight from thirty to sixty thousand was enough 
to make her head spin. But what really did her in were all the direct message requests from 
sponsors, tens of thousands of tweets she was tagged in, and Crocodile and Mihawk not only 
following her but also reposting clips from last night’s stream. 


Shanks took one look at Buggy’s pale face before he snatched her phone outta her hands and 
tossed it to Nami and Usopp who eagerly declared they were now her “public relations 
managers”. 


“No, no! This one’s gold, look!” Nami giggles and sure enough moments after she shoves 
Buggy’s phone in Usopp’s face, the curly haired boy is snickering along with her. 


Whole lotta managing they’re doing. 


Buggy chucks the crust of her pizza at them but the nineteen year olds don’t even flinch, 
“What the fuck is so funny?” The two teens eagerly come over to where she’s hunched over 
her kitchen counter. “Let it rest, Buggy.” Shanks sighs in a last ditch effort to keep Buggy off 
the internet for more than ten consecutive minutes but Nami practically elbows him outta the 
way before showing Buggy a plethora of tweets. 


koala @rev.koala99 


CLOWN. GIRL. SUPREMACY. #buggychallenge 


13.8k Retweets 4k Quote Tweets 22k Likes 


Minajii @mmmmji 
Choose Your Fighter #buggychallenge 
[image attachment] 


19.4k Retweets 3.4k Quote Tweets 37k Likes 


girlypop advocate @bbybbl212 


the impact the @draculemihawk @c.rocodile and @buggytheclown tape will have on the les 
porn industry: a thread #buggychallenge 


11.2k Retweets 8.8k Quote Tweets 19k Likes 


sativadiva astro @divaastrology444 


took it upon myself to do the synastry charts of @draculemihawk @c.rocodile and 
@buggytheclown and this shit is WILD #buggychallenge 


[image attachment] 


10.4k Retweets 2.6k Quote Tweets 18k Likes 


nami-swan @tangerinegirl 

LOL @buggytheclown #buggychallenge 
Sir Crocodile @c.rocodile 

Cute. 


20.4k Retweets 12k Quote Tweets 33k Likes 


“They just keep going too,” Usopp scrolls down and he’s not lying, there’s more tweets 
popping up under the hashtag every second. 


Nami nudges Buggy’s shoulder with hers and bats her eyes, “My birthday is coming up in ten 
months and you know how much I’ve been wanting a Dior saddlebag. Oh, and I’ ll settle for a 
Fendi coat if the bag doesn’t work out, I'll text you the links!” 


Buggy gives her a withering look, it didn’t escape her that Nami is still using Buggy’s clout 
to up her own following. Then again, that’s exactly what she’s been doing with Crocodile and 
Mihawk (and look where that got her) so she doesn’t have room to talk. 


Usopp starts sorting through the hundreds of DMs on Buggy’s account, pulling Nami’s 
exploitative attention away from her. And without missing a beat, Shanks corrals Buggy over 
to her couch until she’s curled up staring across at her best friend. 


He’s not gonna let her evade their much needed conversation this time, and truthfully Buggy 
does actually wanna talk things out with someone she can trust and isn’t barely outta high 
school. Buggy thinks Shanks might know her better than she knows herself sometimes, after 
all, he’d known Buggy was gay before she’d even figured it out herself. 


Which is why he knows how big of a deal it is that Crocodile and Mihawk are publicly 
acknowledging her. They watch Luffy play his video game for a couple moments, and once 
some of the tension eases from Buggy’s rigid shoulders, Shanks shifts his gaze to her. 


“So, what’s the plan?” 


Plan? “When have you ever known me to have a plan? Plus, shit keeps changing every 
couple minutes anyway.” Buggy snorts. “I’m just gonna play things by ear while I stream and 
rake in as much cash as I can off their fans and mine.” 


Shanks shoots her a knowing grin, “That sounds a lot like a plan, Buggy.” And before she can 
bitch at him for being snarky, his smugness softens into compassion. “If you get the chance 
you’re gonna film with them, right?” 


And isn’t that a loaded question? 


Buggy hero worships Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile. There’s no one else she looks up to 
the way she looks up to the two of them. Not Ghandi, not Mother Theresa, not the Pope, not 
one of those corrupt motherfuckers could ever hold a candle to the admiration she has for the 
two pornstars. 


As ridiculous as it is, the series they shot together triggered a turning point in Buggy’s life. 
Which was why it being discontinued was such a loss for her. She’s poured over every gasp, 
every angle, every detail of what they left behind, and she’s always wanted more tag teaming 
content from the older women. 


But her starring in it was something Buggy only dreamed of and after last night and even 
now as Shanks is asking her this question, it’s dawning on her that maybe her dream needs to 
just stay a dream. 


She knows it’s cowardly but never in a million years was Buggy ready for any of this, even if 
it does mean wimping out and blocking her blessings. Buggy never prided herself in her 
bravery anyway. Cause really, what does Buggy know about filming other than her own 
shoddy set up and what she picked up from hyper fixating on Mihawk and Crocodile’s work? 


Which brings up the question: Does Buggy wanna film with the stars or does she just wanna 
fuck them? And following up on that, could she even handle either possibility without 
making a fool of herself and/or ruining her career? 


Buggy could barely handle Mihawk telling her how to touch herself through a computer 
screen, so she knows the answer to one of her questions at least. 


Then again, she’s already made an ass of herself a few times and people have been eating it 
up like crazy. So what besides herself is stopping her from filming with the women? Other 
than the fact she hasn’t been invited to and doubts that she ever will be- 


“Shut the fuck up, no way.” The excitement in Nami’s voice cuts through Buggy’s internal 
struggle. And when she sees her “public relations managers” huddled over her phone, anxiety 
begins building in the pit of her stomach. “What is it?” 


The pair look at each other before hurrying over to where Buggy’s curled up on the couch. 
Shanks must be able to tell whatever the kids are about to show her is gonna be big because 
he grabs Buggy’s ankles and guides them so they’re in his lap. 


Nami hands Buggy’s phone back to her and instead of Twitter, it’s her email that’s pulled up. 
She reads the name of the sender and the subject, and nearly drops her phone. 


Viola PA of Madame Shakuyaku the Director of Kuja Studios 


Meeting Time and Filming Opportunity 


Buggy’s gotta stop speaking things into existence, otherwise she’s gonna have to run away 
and join the circus AGAIN. “It’s from Kuja Studios.” She says aloud dumbly, shock making 
her tone flat. Shanks’ eyes widen with excitement, “Open it and see what they have to say.” 


Nami and Usopp lean in closer, readying themselves to read over her shoulder and usually 
Buggy would snipe at them for it but she can’t even blame them this time. Buggy opens the 
email. 


Good afternoon, 


My name is Viola and I am the personal assistant of Madame Shakuyaku, the director of Kuja 
Studios. In light of your recent popularity and the uniqueness of your content as well as the 
expressed interest of our actresses and staff, Madame Shakuyaku would like to formally meet 
with you to discuss a potential filming opportunity. 


Would you be able to come to our main branch this upcoming Tuesday ? Madame Shakuyaku 
has availability at 2pm that afternoon if that works with your schedule. 


Viola 
PA of Madame Shakuyaku, Kuja Studios 


For several seconds, her apartment is silent. Well almost silent, even Luffy’s subdued his 
video game induced battle cries to quiet grunts for the moment. She can feel eyes on her, 


gauging what her reaction is gonna be. Buggy re-reads the whole email but there’s one line 
she keeps going back to: 


“the expressed interest of our actresses” 


Determination ignites in her chest, clearing away the lingering anxiety sleeping there. And 
for the first time since she realized it was the real Mihawk in her stream, Buggy knows 
exactly what she’s gonna do. 


She takes a deep breath, straightens her back, and starts typing her reply. 


Tap. Tap-tap. Tap. Tap-tap. 


Buggy makes a beat out of her foot thumping against the marbled floor of the swanky waiting 
room. In the center of the room they have one of those stone waterfall fountains. Definitely 
custom made, the iconic nine snakes popping out of a skull is engraved into the base. 


And actually, Buggy notices that the logo is featured in most of their decorations. Everything 
is elegant and expensive looking. If she didn’t know better, she’d think she was waiting for a 
meeting with some billionaire tech mogul and not the director of one of the leading porn 
studios in the industry. 


Buggy’s leg bounces a little harder at that thought. Madame Shakuyaku might not be the 
CEO of a tech company but she’s definitely the most influential person that’s ever wanted to 
talk with her. And more importantly she’s their boss. 


What the fuck is Buggy doing here? Her eyes dart to the pretty brunette secretary who 
checked her in, she’s still typing away at the computer not paying Buggy any attention. 


Buggy’s got enough cash from the last couple streams, she doesn’t need to do this. Shanks’ 
prompting plus her own ridiculous dream and massive ego are the reason she’s here. She 
wants this but shit maybe if she’s quiet enough she can sneak out and put all this behind her 
an- 


“Buggy? Madame Shakuyaku is ready to see you.” The secretary’s airy voice makes her back 
go stiff and she turns around from where she’d been creeping toward the exit. The young 
woman smiles knowingly at her, nodding her head to the door beside her elaborate desk. 
“Right through there, it’s the door at the end of the hallway. Can’t miss it.” 


Buggy doesn’t miss the teasing lilt in her voice but can only manage a choppy nod before 
following the directions. Briskly she heads down the hallway which is lined with lofty 
awards, plaques, and magazine covers but Buggy’s too busy trying to keep the jiggle outta 
her steps to stop and read them. 


When she reaches the door, it’s almost immediately yanked open by a woman with short 
blonde hair and curious eyes. Buggy never considered herself short, she’s honestly above 
average at five-foot seven and a half inches, thank you very much. But as she cranes her neck 
to meet the tall woman’s gaze, her palms start itching with anxiety. 


Is there a height requirement for working here or something? Goddamn. 


“You’re here! Wow, it’s so great to meet you after all the chaos unfolding online. I can only 
imagine how crazy it’s been for you.” The blonde says it all in one breath, excitement is 
radiating off of her as she moves aside and beckons Buggy into the office. 


“Oh my apologies, my name is Margaret. I’m senior director of filming and photo shoots. So 
long as everything goes well, I’ll be the person directing th-” 


“While I appreciate your enthusiasm, Margaret, you’re overwhelming our guest. Give her a 
moment.” 


The alluring voice matches the scent of cigarette smoke and jasmine permeating through the 
well decorated office. Similar to the swanky yet distinctly feminine decor in the waiting 
room, the office looks fresh off a gothic chic pinterest board. And so does the thin woman 
standing near the windows, the brunette is nursing a glass of dark liquor and pinched between 
her fingers is a lit cigarette. 


This must be Madame Shakuyaku, only the head honcho of this place could look that 
nonchalant and powerful at the same time. 


“Yes, Madame Shakky,” Margaret sing-songs like her being lightly scolded in a regular 
occurrence. “Come sit, Miss Clown.” And Buggy, who definitely hasn’t found her footing 
yet, lets herself be guided to the plush leather couch not far from where Madame “Shakky” is 
still standing backlit by the windows. 


“Just Buggy is fine.” She sniffs, trying and failing to calm her nerves as her eyes dart 
between eager Margaret and the quiet CEO who’s dark eyes are trained on Buggy. 


Slow and gracefully, the dark haired woman makes her way over to where they’re sitting. 
“Well then, Buggy. I’m Madame Shakuyaku, you can call me Shakky.” She stubs her 
cigarette out in the ashtray decorated the sleek coffee table in front of the couch and then sits 
in a chair across from them. 


“Tn the last few days it came to my attention that Kuja Studios and two of our actresses were 
receiving an... increase in publicity. When we looked into it, we came across you and your 
content.” Shakky takes a short sip of her drink and Buggy can’t help but fill the silence. 


“You gotta know I wasn’t expecting to go viral and I wasn’t even the one who posted it 
actually, it was one of my shitty subscribers. Really, those bastards set me up. I was just as 
shocked as everyone else.” 


Shakky blinks twice, chuckling into her drink and Margaret joins her, her giggles make her 
shoulders bounce. Everything about this situation has been comical, not always for Buggy 


since she’s the one going through it but it’s almost relieving that these two important women 
are making light of it. 


“We were already planning on reaching out after the first clip. But then Mihawk decided to 
go rogue and we had to expedite things.” Shakky leans forward so her elbows rest atop her 
thighs, “To be straight-forward, I’m glad you went viral. Your content is refreshing and it’s 
not often we see things done both uniquely and tastefully in this profession.” 


Buggy smiles so wide her cheeks hurt because this, this is how she’s always wanted her work 
to be received. The CEO’s words are true. In the porn industry, actresses and content have 
become so stale cause people have no originality. 


And the people that pretend to are usually just feeding into rape culture, misogyny, and all the 
other “isms” cause that’s what sells. Buggy never wanted to be the type of actress to dress or 
act younger, or to put on private shows for fuckers with rape fantasies. 


As a queer woman, that was inspired to join the industry by queer women, it felt like it’d be a 
betrayal. 


So she leaned into her personality, built a crude character, and put on shows based on her 
lived experience not the weird shit men with too much time and money usually prefer. It 
wasn’t the easy route but it’s what’s made Buggy so proud of her work. 


“While I do admire your originality, it’s not the only reason I’d like to work with you,” And 
there Shakky finally said it. There can be no more doubt in Buggy’s mind, whether the CEO 
wants her here or not. 


“This “challenge” has made it so we’re currently sitting on a gold mine. As you know, 
Mihawk and Crocodile both haven’t filmed as frequently since their series was discontinued.” 
Buggy bites her tongue so she doesn’t interrupt Shakky, the question of “Why was it 
discontinued?” is dancing on her lips. 


The knowing gleam in the CEO’s eyes tells her that that isn’t a question she can answer. But 
there are two other women that can. 


“Lots of eyes are on Kuja to follow through and give people what they want. And what 
people want is Buggy the Clown, Dracule Mihawk, and Sir Crocodile starring together.” 


Shakky straightens in her seat. “Mihawk and Crocodile have already signed on. Filming 
would begin this Friday and ideally wrap up by Sunday, Margaret directing. I know it’s quick 
but I want to have this edited and out on the website by next week before people move on to 
the next thing.” 


They... already signed on? Without even meeting her in person? 


Buggy is opening and closing her mouth like a fish outta water, but Shakky doesn’t let up. 
The older woman stands again and picks up a folder from the coffee table, flicking through it 
until she finds what she’s looking for. 


“For this film, we’re keeping our timeline flexible. My goal is for this collaboration to be 
authentic, filming could be done in a day, it could be done in three. This contract will include 
an hourly rate, plus pay for the end product,” Shakky approaches Buggy, handing her the 
stapled packet of papers. 


“That’s the minimum amount you’ll be paid for the film’s end product. With the media 
attention, I’m almost certain it’ll be higher.” 


Buggy gulps, is this where they’re gonna get her? They’ Il pay chump change or try to take 
advantage? Something’s gotta give, right? Right? 


She holds her breath as she checks the underlined and highlighted number. 


$12,000 
$120 Hourly Rate 


Buggy’s gonna be paid twelve thousand dollars. Twelve THOUSAND dollars to fuck two of 
the most fuckable women that have ever walked the planet. And they’re paying her one- 
twenty hourly on top of that? She doesn’t realize she’s trembling until Margaret takes the 
packet outta her hands and wraps a friendly arm around her shoulders. 


“This isn’t in the contract but we also wanted to include that depending on how filming goes, 
there’s room for you to grow here at Kuja. I’m really excited to work with you and I think 
this could be the start of something great.” 


Margaret’s cheerfulness calms Buggy’s heart rate down to something less akin to cardiac 
arrest and Shakky smiles before settling back into her chair. 


“T know this is a lot of information, I like to be as thorough as possible. If at any point you’re 
no longer interested in filming, you have the right to back out without any consequences. The 
contracts are to protect you as much as they are to protect the studio.” 


Madame Shakuyaku, who Buggy had been revering almost like a goddess in the waiting 
room, looks very human curled up in her plush chair with a kind smile on her lips. 


Buggy swipes her previous anxiety away like the beading sweat on her temples. She leans 
forward, snagging a pen outta the pencil holder on the coffee table. Margaret gently hands her 
back the contract and Buggy accepts it with tingling fingertips. 


“I’m excited to work with you.” Buggy smiles. 


“T am too. Take a few minutes to read through and fill out everything,” Shakky smirks and 
her eyes crease into crescents. ““There’s parts of the contract you’ll discuss later with Mihawk 
and Crocodile, hard limits and anything you three need to know before safely filming 
together.” 


Buggy’s smile melts away swiftly, instead she’s left gnawing at her lip. This is less like 
anxiety though, mostly anticipation. Now she knows what’s coming. Her dream isn’t just 


tangible, it’s in progress and has experts making sure it’ll be achieved. 


Buggy has spent the last half hour jogging after Margaret who enthusiastically showed her all 
around Kuja Studios. She doesn’t think there’s a single breakroom, bathroom, or janitor's 
closet she hasn’t seen at this point, she’s gotta have tripled her usual step count. 


Kuja Studios is more of a campus, and as Margaret pointed out animatedly, this is their main 
location but they have dozens of satellite spots all over the country. While they definitely 
have the potential to be fucked up and corrupt, Buggy spent fifteen minutes pouring over her 
contract and found nothing that would put her in danger. 


The fact that the company is headed by women and Buggy’s seen all of three men throughout 
the entire tour has to be correlated with their genuine interest in the well-being of their 
employees. 


They have a spa, gym, food court, and bar, it’s more of a country club than a studio. This is 
what real luxury looks like, and the longer Buggy walks around the more determined she is to 
do her best during filming. She loves working for herself but working for herself doesn’t 
include an unlimited spa membership. They have a mud bath and licensed estheticians on 
hand for fucks sake, it’s heaven. 


Finally they make it to the actual studios and Margaret slows her steps as she walks Buggy 
through the set. There’s a light purple couch directly in front of a huge tripod, a queen size 
bed in the back right corner, a sturdy looking kitchen table with matching chairs, all the walls 
are an unassuming cream color. It looks like a very clean studio apartment, not a porn set. 


“This is where we’ll film. Things are still fluid but I have a very clear vision of how I want 
the video to go. I’m of course open to criticism and would love to hear your opinion.” 
Margaret sits on the couch and waves Buggy over to sit next to her. 


“You know that seedy “casting” intro that straight porn loves to use?” Ugh, of course she 
does. The ones that usually star girls that look barely outta high school with pupils dilated 
wide as a quarter. The classic, ‘Do you know why you’re here today?’ sequence. Gross. 


“We’re reclaiming it,” Margaret shakes her head at Buggy’s disgusted frown. “Trust me. You 
three will start here on the couch, you in the middle, of course.” 


A chill runs down her spine. Sandwiched between Mihawk and Crocodile? She’s gonna make 
it a whopping two minutes into filming. 


“T want you three comfortable, we’re not overdoing hair and makeup. I want it to give 
“staying in on a Friday night”. Ill ask about the challenge, you’!l explain what it is, why 
you’re there, and so will they. Super casual!” 


Nothing about this is gonna be casual but Buggy almost believes Margaret when she says it 
so confidently like that. 


“Mihawk and Crocodile are vets so I’m leaving most of the positions up to them. If you 
follow their lead and throw in some positions you like I’m sure it’Il look great. The only ones 
I’m firm on are the standards like cowgirl, doggy, and missionary.” 


Margaret nods her head to the back corner where the bed sits innocently and perfectly made, 
“The sequencing will be an increase in intensity the closer you get to your final location, the 
bed.” 


“Here on the coach, heavy petting, some undressing,” Margaret stands and Buggy follows, 
quietly taking mental notes. “At the table, foreplay, mostly undressed.” Buggy pushes as hard 
as she can to test the stability and there’s not a wiggle or the slightest creak. 


Good to know. 


“The bed is our endgame, full nude and full on. Crocodile prefers using a strap-on so that’s 
something to keep in mind.” Buggy chokes on her own spit, honestly her coughing fit is still 
better than the actual moan that was about to pass her lips. 


Margaret giggles into the palm of her right hand, using her left to pat Buggy on the back. 
She’s opening her mouth to say something (hopefully an apology) but she’s interrupted by a 
raspy voice coming from the studio’s entrance. 


“And here I was, looking forward to being the one to tell her that.” 


Buggy stiffens like a field mouse that just got spotted by a bird of prey. She recognizes that 
voice all too well. 


The blonde director just laughs good naturedly as she guides Buggy away from the set and 
closer to the studio’s new guests. Buggy has it in her to look up from the ground, she 
definitely does. She just has to give herself a five second countdown before she’s able to. 


CEO Shakky asks kindly, “I take it the tour went well?” 


“Of course, I showed Buggy all Kuja has to offer. I’m really hoping after this project she 
decides to stay on as one of our stars.” The director's words are kind enough that they make 
Buggy’s face heat up. 


The derisive snort is what finally makes Buggy look up. 


If Sir Crocodile and Dracule Mihawk looked imposing on screen, Buggy doesn’t even know 
how to describe how intimidating they are now as they bracket Madame Shakuyaku. Their 
eyes piercing and assessing as they take in Buggy from head to toe, bright amber and stormy 


gray. 


Both women obviously prefer dark colors, the fabrics they’re draped in are as luxurious as 
they are black. While Crocodile wears a full suit that pinches snugly around her biceps and 
wide shoulders, Mihawk’s dress shirt is unbuttoned just enough to show a sliver of tempting 
cleavage, a chunky cross necklace hanging just shy of it. 


The contrast of Buggy’s own colorful and distressed outfit is comical. She’s got on an 
oversized bright orange jumper and tattered cargo shorts. Buggy bites her bottom lip, they’re 
also both at least a head taller than her, she barely comes up to Crocodile’s shoulder. 


Shakky clears her throat and gives not just Buggy a pointed look but both of the taller women 
as well. She’s wondering why until she sees Mihawk slowly dragging her eyes away from the 
exposed skin of Buggy’s collarbone where her jumper slipped down. 


The air feels alive and Buggy drags a nervous hand through her hair, almost positive that it 
must be sticking up from the static crackling between them. 


“Buggy, this is Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile. ’ ve worked with them for many years 
now and I trust that they’! take care of you in your transition from streaming to filming.” The 
CEO sounds vaguely threatening and Buggy watches a smirk pull at the corners of 
Crocodile’s full lips. 


Well here goes nothing. “It’s nice to uh, meet you both. My name is-” 


“Buggy the Clown.” Mihawk’s voice is like velvet and Buggy wonders if that’s why the 
intensity of her eyes especially stings. Buggy nods but Mihawk makes no move to continue 
speaking, opting to instead keep examining her like she’s a specimen beneath a microscope. 


“Didn’t think you were gonna wear the makeup.” 


Her eyes move to meet Crocodile’s dark ones, before she traces her gaze along the lengthy 
scar that sits horizontal across the bridge of her nose. The corners of the woman’s eyes tense, 
she knows exactly where Buggy’s looking and she doesn’t like it. 


Buggy flounders for a moment, looking between both women, “Well, a, uh a clown, a real 
clown never shows her true colors.” 


Margaret does nothing to hide her laughter but Madame Shakuyaku at least has the decency 
to smother a snort behind a clenched fist. “Margaret, let's give them some time to speak 
alone. I know you wanted to go over the most recent shoot between Law and Kid.” 


The director gives Buggy one last pat on the shoulder before following Shakky out of the 
studio, leaving her all alone with her new co-stars. 


Once the door clicks shut, the studio is enveloped in silence so loud that Buggy can hear her 
own heartbeat as blood goes rushing to her head. The women stand so still they look like 
statues, only their eyes moving as they stare Buggy down so hard and it’s like she’s in the 
principal's office for fighting all over again. 


She refuses to cower. Does this feel real? No. Will it ever? Probably not. But it is, and Buggy 
may be known to cower here and there but there’s a lot of things going for her (particularly 
twelve grand and her hopes and dreams) that rely solely on her chemistry with these two 
women. 


Buggy squares her shoulders and mumbles, “Do you wanna sit?” 


Mihawk cocks her head, “Where would you have us sit?” Buggy blinks, before looking back 
at the set with the perfectly good couch not ten feet away. 


“Uh- a 


“On the couch or on the bed?” The golden eyed woman questions, taking a calculated step 
toward Buggy that Crocodile mirrors until she’s left having to crane her neck to keep eye 
contact. 


“Or you want us to sit somewhere else, clown girl?” Crocodile’s tone leaves no room for 
Buggy to question what she’s implying. She can feel sweat gathering at the nape of her neck 
and she’s grateful she thought ahead to wear something oversized to avoid stains. 


“We are here to have a conversation, so what seems best?” Mihawk is leaning into her space 
now, carrying with her the scent of rosemary and dark chocolate. Buggy inhales Mihawk 
deeply, and doesn’t even have it in her to be ashamed. 


“Probably the couch.” 
“Good choice.” 


Which finds Buggy elbow to elbow, hip to hip with the women responsible for her gay 
awakening. This’ll be great. 


“D’you mind if I smoke?” Crocodile grumbles as she fishes out a pack of cigarettes from the 
front pocket of her suit jacket. If the older woman asked Buggy to start smoking two packs a 
day, Buggy’d be dead by fifty from lung cancer. “Yeah, that’s, that’s fine. I don’t mind at all.” 


“Though the sprinklers might.” Mihawk comments as she finishes a text before putting her 
phone back into the Prada handbag she’s set beside the couch. 


Crocodile rolls her eyes, lighting the cigarette perched between her lips pointedly. “It was one 
time.” 


“One too many, I would argue.” 


Buggy chimes in, desperate to find her footing with the women, “You set the sprinklers off 
with cigarette smoke?” The dark eyed woman glowers at Buggy and the look alone has her 
staring down at her lap with stiff shoulders. 


“We were having difficulties with a co-star back during our collaborative series. This one 
here, went through half a pack before the alarm went off mid-filming.” Mihawk’s not quite 
smiling but her eyes are creased with humor, it makes her maybe one-percent less 
intimidating. 


Crocodile takes a long drag, purposefully blowing the smoke away from Buggy and Mihawk. 
“She was a handful. They were on us to finish filming that day too so they could get rid of 
her. After the sprinklers shut off, they had us jump back into it.” 


Something clicks for Buggy and suddenly she’s sitting up ram-rod straight eagerly looking 
between the women, “No way! Was this the video where you starred with ‘Iron Mace’ 
Alvida?” 


The pair blinks at Buggy, looking confused. Mihawk answers, “It was. How did you know 
that?” 


And for the first time since they entered the studio she feels like she can breathe easily. This 
is something she can talk about, this is something she needs to talk to them about so they 
understand why she’s here. That she’s serious. 


If she keeps thinking of them and talking to them like they’re untouchable, nothing good will 
come out of this. “I'm honestly a huge fan of yours. Your collab series is what inspired me to 
join the industry. It also uh, helped me realize I definitely wasn’t straight.” 


Buggy rubs her flushed cheeks, not daring to look at either woman yet. “I know you hear it 
all the time but you’re both really talented and it’s an honor to work with you. This is an 
unreal opportunity and I’m serious about this, even if the internet made it seem like I’m not.” 


It’s quiet for a few seconds but the air between the three of them is less judgmental than 
earlier. “I am glad our content reached you. But I have to ask again, how did you know it was 
the video with Alvida?” 


She grins and explains, “Cause it’s in that video where everyone starts out dry, make up done, 
then half way through everyone’s hair was damp and Alvida’s makeup was like melted off. I 
always thought it was sweat, a lot of sweat but when you told me about the sprinklers it 
clicked.” 


Crocodile scoffs and stubs out her cigarette on the bottom of her shoe, “So a super fan, huh. 
I’m curious, what video did it for you?” Crocodile crosses her legs and stretches her arm 
across the back of the couch, grazing the tops of Buggy’s shoulders. 


“The one with Nefertiti Vivi, for sure.” She answers easily. Buggy’s seen that video more 
times than she can count, it’s still one of the videos she has on rotation for when she wants to 
get off quick. 


Mihawk pointedly looks at Buggy’s electric blue hair, that’s not all too different from Vivi’s. 
“That was one of our less popular films from the series. What was it about that one?” 


Buggy feels like she’s on a gameshow that she’s spent years prepping for, she knows all the 
answers like she knows her own name. But being pressed between the two stars makes the 
words feel stuck in her throat. 


Luckily or unluckily, a wicked smile creeps onto Crocodile’s face. “I know what it is.” And 
the teasing glint in the woman’s dark eyes tells Buggy, she definitely does. 


Mihawk raises a brow and Crocodile replies as if she were talking about the weather. “That’s 
the video where we fucked her together. That’s one of the only DP videos we did since you 
don’t usually wear a strap.” 


The golden eyed woman nods once. “Ah, I see.” Buggy hides her face in the palms of her 
hands, “I can’t believe I'm having this conversation right now.” 


“If we don’t talk about our preferences, it’1l be a garbage heap of a shoot. Nothing to be 
ashamed of, unless you’re into shit or animals.” Crocodile’s quip is so matter of fact it makes 
Buggy laugh until she drops her hands from where they’d shielded her from the duo’s intense 
stares. 


For the second time today, Buggy squares her shoulders before being brave and begins the 
consent talk Shakky alluded to during their meeting earlier. She pulls out her contract, lets the 
two women look through the activities, positions, and scenarios she marked she was 
comfortable with. 


They go over their hard-no’s. Crocodile doesn’t like being restrained while Mihawk doesn’t 
like being on the receiving end of breath play. Buggy makes notes on the back of her contract 
packet about their preferences and tries (fails) to ignore the butterflies that erupt in her 
stomach when Mihawk calls her attentive. 


They explain that Kuja Studios uses the stop light system during filming. That not only 
between the three of them can Buggy tap out using the word “red”, but she can also use it to 
stop filming if she needs to. She really hopes she won’t need to tap out but it’s good to know 
in case she does. 


Mihawk asks her to go into detail on how she ended up issuing the challenge to begin with 
which leads to Buggy pulling out her phone to show them some of the funnier memes she 
saved. 


“These people are fucking crazy.” Crocodile frowns at the “choose your fighter” meme 
Buggy has pulled up with each of their Twitter profile pics crudely copy pasted to blank 
avatars. 


She snickers, these two act like they’ve never spent a moment of their life on social media. 
“They are really fucking crazy but they’re why I’m here now so I guess I’m grateful. Gonna 
give ‘em a show even if I don’t win the challenge.” 


Mihawk’s eyes narrow, “Oh?” 


Buggy shrugs motioning between the three of them, “We all know I’m not gonna be able to 
handle you two.” Goosebumps ripple down her arms, the keen interest in Crocodile and 
Mihawk’s eyes is addictive. “But I’m gonna give you a run for your money and enjoy every 
minute of it.” 


It’s like she kicked a beehive as the electrified energy from earlier comes back in heady 
waves. And instead of finding annoyance or suspicion in their striking features, all she finds 
is her own anticipation reflected back at her. 


A faint buzzing is what saves Buggy from making a tape of her own on the spot. Mihawk 
reaches for her bag, pulling out her phone and answering in one fluid motion. Everything the 
woman does looks calculated and elegant, Buggy has to know how she does it. 


“And this is why I don’t have any damn kids.” Crocodile grunts, standing up from the couch 
and shoving her hands into her trouser pockets. Mihawk answers in clipped replies as she 
also rises from the couch motioning for Buggy to follow with a simple flick of her eyes. 


Buggy scrambles up from the couch, grabbing her contract and bag. The two women wait for 
her to collect herself before leading her out of the studio. 


“Yes, Perona. I will be there in twenty minutes.” Mihawk hangs up her phone with a short 
sigh. “I apologize, my daughter is quite demanding.” 


They stop in front of an elevator and Crocodile pushes the button. “I think we covered 
everything right, clown girl?” Buggy nods in agreement earning a ghost of a smile from 
Crocodile before she cocks her head. “Let me guess, she wants you to pick her up from 
somewhere?” 


“Of course. Today it’s from the luxury outlet, though I’m positive she is luring me there to 
buy something for her.” 


“And here you are falling for it.” 


Their friendly banter strikes Buggy with the realization that they’re not just co-workers, 
they’re friends. It’s not all that surprising though, she sincerely doubts you can fuck that 
many women with someone and not be buddies after the fact. 


“It’s either this or make her use public transportation. And do you see that going well for 
Perona or anyone trying to have a peaceful commute?” 
“True enough.” 


The doors open and they enter, Buggy’s glad it's empty so no one else sees how badly she’s 
panting after the tall women. Mihawk presses the button for the garage level and Buggy 
winces. She definitely didn’t drive here and definitely doesn’t have a car. Unlike Perona, she 
doesn’t have a MILF on call to pick her up on a whim. 


Buggy presses the ground floor button discreetly. 


“What else are you doing here today?” Mihawk quirks a brow. 
Apparently not discreetly enough. 


“Uh, nothing. Shakky said I could hold on to this copy of the contract so I’m gonna head 
home and order take out.” Buggy explains, “I take the bus." And you’d think Buggy just 

admitted to rolling around in hot garbage for shits and gigs, Mihawk’s visceral reaction is 
more noticeable than Crocodile’s but both look vaguely concerned. 


“What part of the city do you live in?” They’re steadily creeping down in numbers in this 
elevator but Mihawk’s focus is still on Buggy. 


“Like north-west, why?” This isn’t going where she thinks it is, is it? 


“Ah, that is the opposite direction I’m going in today. Public transportation can be dangerous, 
I can pick you up on Friday if you'd like?” 


Buggy would very much like. She agrees and they exchange numbers while Crocodile 
watches, clearly amused with the entire interaction. The elevator opens up the ground floor 
and she’s about to say her goodbyes when Mihawk interjects. “If I remember correctly, you 
do live close to the north-west district. Right, Crocodile?” 


The taller woman graces Mihawk’s barb with a dirty look before jabbing the door close 
button. “Fucking hell. Fine, I'll take her.” 


Mihawk looks pleased with herself as the elevator doors shut and Buggy is condemned to at 
least fifteen minutes of keeping her hands to herself while in a confined space with a testy 
Crocodile who Buggy’s certain has road rage. 


“You don’t have to, I mean I can take the bus, I like the bus and I mean it’s not too 
dangerous. I don’t wanna bother you if it’s outta the way-” 
“Tt’s not.” 


They part ways with Mihawk who makes a bee-line for an all black Mercedes Benz that’s 
rims are shinier than Buggy’s future and Crocodile guides her by the scruff of her jumper to 
an equally black Lexus with tinted windows. 


Crocodile unlocks the car and yanks open the passenger side door, impatiently waiting for 
Buggy to climb in. It’s like she knows that if she doesn’t close the door behind Buggy, she’ll 
try to dart away. 


“You really don’t have to.” Buggy tries a final time, maybe now that Mihawk’s outta earshot 
she can be persuaded. 


“Shut up.” 
Buggy gets in the car. 
It smells like tobacco, mint, and cactus blossoms. 


They’re only five minutes into the twenty-five minute car ride when Buggy can’t stand the 
silence anymore. Other than Crocodile gruffly demanding that she put her address into the 
car’s GPS, the dark eyed woman has been silent. Buggy’s trying hard not to take it personal, 
Crocodile wasn’t really much of a social butterfly today (neither of the women were, leave it 
Buggy to be working with two introverts). 


“You called me a super fan earlier, it’s true.” Crocodile glances over at her before fixing her 
eyes back on the road. “Yeah?” 


Well, she’s not ignoring Buggy, a win is a win. “Yeah, I’ve seen every video from the collab 
series. Extended, director’s cut, all of it. I have so many questions about the internet rumors 
I’ve seen. Like were there actually actresses who passed out during filming?” 


“Worried you’re gonna pass out on us on Friday, clown girl?” 
Yes. 
“No! I just want to know if the rumors were true, this has nothing to do with Friday.” 


Crocodile looks as convinced as Buggy feels. “There were a few that blacked out for a couple 
minutes. We weren’t putting people in the fucking hospital though.” 


Buggy asks more and more questions and surprisingly, other than a few side eyes, Crocodile 
answers everything with minimal complaint. The missing pieces of Buggy’s knowledge of 
the series are appearing bit by bit with each of the brunette’s replies. 


Soon enough they’re only a few minutes away from her apartment. “So, you wanna ask me 
anything?” A little bit of her flirty streamer voice jumps out and Buggy mentally prepares 
herself to be soundly shut down by Crocodile. 


When the woman hums in quiet consideration instead, Buggy has to fight back a smile. 
Maybe the porn vet really is interested in her? 


“Can you make balloon animals?” 


Buggy freezes, Crocodile glances away from the road with imploring eyes. 


“Yeah. I can do flowers and crowns too.” 


It’s clear Crocodile wants to laugh but she doesn’t, she just nods with the same serious look 
on her face she’s worn all day. They pull into her apartment’s parking lot and Buggy watches 
the taller woman silently assess the building with sharp eyes. 


Buggy knows the complex is shabby, this was always supposed to be a transition apartment. 
When the rent was a thousand dollars cheaper it was worth it. Now Buggy’s not so sure. 


“With the amount of money you’ll be making these next couple months you’ll be able to 
move somewhere better.” Crocodile’s comment is a lot nicer than she was expecting. 


Buggy sniffs, “I sure fucking hope so cause ever since I moved here my land lady’s been on 
my ass. I think she knows I stream and thinks I’m going to Hell for it or something.” 
Crocodile puts the car in park near the lobby’s entrance but doesn’t move to cut Buggy short. 


“Last week she served me papers to tell me my rent increased a thousand dollars, effective 
this month. I’m starting to hate it here more than ever.” 


Crocodile’s brows flatten. “That doesn’t seem right. Or legal.” She sighs through her nose 
and shuts her eyes like she’s debating something internally. “Alright look. I know a lawyer, 
I’m going to give you his number. I’ II let him know I referred you, that’ll get you a consult or 
two for free.” 


Buggy gapes as the other woman begins searching through her phone’s contacts. In the dim 
light of the car and the barely there rays from the setting sun, Crocodile looks unreal. All 
hard lines and sharp edges but the softness of this favor is such a startling contrast that Buggy 
can’t help but blurt: 

“Can I have your number too?” 


Crocodile freezes, her eyes dart up from her phone to take in Buggy’s dumbstruck 
expression. For a moment the only sound in the car are their light breaths, mingling and 
echoing each other. 


Then starting deep in her chest, reverberating out in husky chuckles, Crocodile laughs. 
Buggy’s seen the most private parts of Crocodile’s body, has seen her at her most bare and 
vulnerable. Yet it’s her laughter that feels the most intimate. 


Even if she doesn’t get the woman’s phone number she’! cherish this moment forever. 


“It’s been a long time since someone was bold enough to ask.” Crocodile says, her full lips 
curled into a playful grin. “Today’s your lucky day, clown girl.” 


Buggy ambles back into her apartment with pep in her step, a twelve thousand dollar 
contract, and a few new contacts. 


Chapter Four 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


this is the art that inspired this story! by: @Estrelloso_ on Twitter. their work is amazing, 
please give them a follow!! 


https://twitter.com/Estrelloso_/status/1565800820846862336?s=20 


She’s flanked by two Kuja stylists, one brushing her hair until it’s flat against her back ready 
to be tamed into a new hair style while the other is armed with a stick of red eyeliner. There’s 
a whole squad of the abnormally tall women flitting around the dressing room and while 
they’ ve all been nothing but kind, there’s an air of concentration that speaks to their 
professionalism. 


It’s good to know she’s in good hands, Buggy has no doubt she’ll look amazing for the shoot 
but she coulda used some upbeat conversation to distract her from the eager lurching feeling 
in her stomach. 


She’s spent the last three days since signing the contract wondering how the hell she’s gonna 
keep things interesting and manage to stand out against the long list of actresses that have 
already starred with Mihawk and Crocodile. Buggy would rather die than come off frigid and 
boring, she’s sure her fanbase would flame her if she didn’t bring any of her usual spunk to 
the shoot so she could kiss her career goodbye too. 


Performance anxiety was a non-issue for her until now. Vaulting over pits of fire in the 
circus? No problem. Baring her entire body online for cash? No hesitation. Filming a full 
length video with her mega-famous idols? Buggy’s knees are knocking and she’s quaking in 
her fucking boots. 


Not because she’s scared of the attention but because she’s scared of being like the rest. 
Buggy doesn’t wanna be another boring fuck that sells but ultimately doesn’t make Mihawk 
or Crocodile fee/ anything. She wants to test them, break their patience, and she wants to do it 
her way. 


It wasn’t until last night that she had any idea of how she could make that happen. As usual it 
took Shanks and his irritatingly kind reassurances to get the cogs turning in her starstruck 
brain. [f you’re anything, it’s original, Buggy. You'll figure something out. 


And true to her best friend's words, she did figure something out. It’s a bit of a reach and 
could land poorly but it’s spontaneous enough that she thinks it might be just what she needs 


to make this shoot her own. 


The hair stylist’s soft palm covers Buggy’s makeup as the woman adds some sorta finishing 
spray to Buggy’s long blue tresses. When she draws away for a moment, it feels like all eyes 
are on her before the stylist nods with a small smile. 


Buggy’s quickly shuffled to the clothing stylists who have her out of her oversized street 
clothes and into her costume in what feels like seconds. There are hands steadying her as they 
slip a pair of thigh high striped socks up her legs while another set pulls down the hem of a 
matching striped camisole. 


Once the dust settles and all the stylists are seemingly done picking and prodding at their 
work, Buggy’s nudged over to a full length mirror. Margaret wasn’t kidding with the “Friday- 
night-in” theme she described on Tuesday. If Buggy hadn’t seen the stylists pick the clothes 
off the dressing room hangers herself, she’d think this was an outfit from her own wardrobe. 


The main pop of color are a pair of bright orange short-shorts and even though they hug her 
ass tightly, they’re pretty damn comfortable. She likes the red-and-white striped look they 
went for with the thigh highs and cropped camisole, the fabric just thin enough her nipples 
can be seen pebbled through. 


Her hair is in two half up half down twin tails, tied up with red hair ties and her baby hairs 
are held back with a red bandana tied in a neat little bow at the front. 


While her makeup is less dramatic than she usually does for streams, it’s still very much her. 
She shoots the makeup artist a grateful grin—she’d been worried about them trying to subdue 
her style. The cross bones, red eyeliner, joker smile, and ruby clown nose are all bold and in 
order. 


She looks like she just lounged around on her couch for three hours playing with her pussy 
and is about to sluttily do her skincare routine. 


Buggy loves it. 


Eagerly singing praises for the stylists and finally enjoying some light chatter now that 
they’re finished with their jobs, she discreetly shoves her tool to victory down the front of her 
cami before being guided into the studio. 


Like the dressing room, the filming set is methodically chaotic. 


There’s flashes of light as the lighting technicians try to figure out the set up, assistants 
running back and forth with different tripods and camera lenses, and at the center of it is 
Margaret who is delegating what looks like a laundry list of responsibilities. Buggy catches 
her eyes and grins, happy to see a familiar face. 


“Buggy! You look great, this is exactly what we were aiming for.” The blonde nods her 
approval at the stylists that accompanied Buggy over and they take that as their cue to leave 
the two of them. “How are you feeling?” 


How is Buggy feeling? She feels like she spent so much of this week freaking out that now 
that she’s here, moments away from filming she doesn’t have it in her to self-sabotage 
anymore. Everyone at Kuja Studios have been nothing but nice and attentive, she’s about to 
make a shit load of money and as different as this setup is, she knows how to please an 
audience. 


“T’m good, I’m really good actually. Just... you remember saying I can put my own spin on 
things?” Margaret nods her head with a knowing grin. “Spontaneous is good, especially with 
those two. This is gonna be a really fun one, I can already tell.” 


The blonde’s gaze flickers past her and Buggy swallows, turning to see what caught 
Margaret’s attention but deep down already knowing exactly who it is. 


She sees Mihawk first. 


The woman is wearing a long silk robe that’s belt is tied tight, black fabric contrasting against 
the hauntingly pale slopes of Mihawk’s curvaceous body. Her ever present chunky cross 
teasingly rests deep in her cleavage, her hair swept back in a way that’s both feminine and 
rakish. 


Buggy catches a glimpse of Mihawk’s finely manicured and painted nails as they pass a 
lighter to Crocodile. Buggy clenches her thighs together, only half aware of the fact Margaret 
is still standing next to her. 


Crocodile is wearing a short kimono style robe that’s material is satin and a dark emerald 
green. While Mihawk’s robe is cinched at the waist, Crocodile’s hangs open revealing a lacey 
dark gray lingerie set that hugs the tall woman in all the right places. 


As she accepts the lighter, with one strong calloused hand she uses her other to push back a 
loose strand of hair to where the rest have been slicked back sharply. Before Buggy’s palms 
were sweating with nerves, now they’re itching to drag their way through that perfectly 
styled hair and tangle into every silky dark strand in their path. 


They both meet her eyes before doing their own assessments of her, searing gazes making 
every inch of Buggy’s body feel flushed. 


She wonders if they’re also getting off on the dramatic contrasts between them and her. Her 
comical patterns and bright colors to their gothic noir and jagged jade edges. It shouldn’t 
work, it really shouldn’t work, yet Buggy can’t get enough of bouncing her eyes between 
their fine fabrics and her thigh high socks. 


They come to a stop in front of Buggy and Margaret, golden and gray eyes practically 
screaming the dirty epic of how they’ I take her apart. Fuck, if this is what’s gonna do her in 
Buggy’s never been happier to die. 


Margaret’s laughter is what finally makes her break eye contact, the studio feels like it cools 
five degrees and Buggy’s back to taking deep breaths again instead of just shallowly panting 
like a dog, “I told Madame Shakky chemistry wasn’t gonna be a problem but this is better 
than even I expected.” 


Now that she has everyone’s attention the blonde goes over her outline and expectations for 
the shoot. The couch to table to bed sequence she described during their first meeting all 
applies and she goes over the stop light system with Buggy again. 


“Again, this is supposed to be fun and authentic. We should be great so long as we stick to 
our sequencing even if it’s loosely,” Margaret shoots a knowing look at Mihawk and 
Crocodile. “Any questions?” 


Margaret’s question is obviously directed to Buggy, she can’t imagine the dark haired duo has 
questions about much of anything anymore. But Buggy doesn’t have any either, she knows 
exactly what she’s gonna do and exactly how she’s gonna do it. 


“We still have a few last minute adjustments so go get comfortable.” The director waggles 
her brows a little and as soon as she turns her attention away from the trio, she’s accosted by 
several panicky crew members. 


Being left alone with the intimidating women is still new, especially as scantily clad as they 
all are but shit if Buggy isn’t both eager and an opportunist. Buggy clasps her hands behind 
her back so her chest tauntingly juts out, “Wanna go sit?” She’s briefly reminded of their first 
interaction that went an awful lot like this too. 


Buggy can tell just by their expressions that they’re silently making the same face-sitting 
innuendo as before but rather than voicing it they both make their way to the couch. Snug 
between the broad women with the bare skin of their thighs and arms pressed flush together, 
Buggy watches Crocodile light a cigarette as a film assistant comes over to Mihawk with a 
glass of red wine before disappearing back into the chaos of the set. 


Another super fangirl fact she already knew about Mihawk and Crocodile, they always have 
the same ritual of unwinding before a shoot with a couple glasses of wine and a couple 
cigarettes respectively. Caught staring, Mihawk raises a brow before moving to press the rim 
of her glass against Buggy’s painted lips, “I don’t mind sharing.” 


Buggy takes a healthy sip of the bitter liquid and somehow manages to keep a straight face as 
she replies, “I figured,” with a playful smirk. The topic of “sharing” reminds Buggy of her 
goals for the shoot. Test their patience til it breaks, make them feel. 


“Y’know,” She says coyly, “I don’t mind sharing either.” Buggy looks pointedly between the 
two women and almost screams her delight when they look surprised by her comment. 


For all the videos they’ve done fucking people together and fucking people apart from each 
other, there’s never been a video where it was just Mihawk and Crocodile going at it. And 
what a travesty that is, especially considering how well they work together, how good they 
look together. 


“IT knew you were plotting something but I wasn’t expecting this.” Mihawk scoffs but the heat 
in her eyes blunt the edges of her words. “Deflection won’t work here, Buggy.” 


God Buggy is in so deep, she swallows thickly before choosing her next words. 


“Not deflection, just curiosity. Can’t say I’ve never thought about you two going at it, it’d be 
crazy like who’s topping who-” 


Buggy nearly jumps out of her skin when she feels Crocodile’s lips brushing against her ear, 
close enough that she can feel the heat of her breath, “Remember, clown girl. This is all about 
you. Just like you wanted.” Buggy catches herself leaning into the woman’s light touch, she 
has to mentally chant her goals like they’re a mantra in order to ground herself. 


The only way she has a shot at achieving her goals, winning this challenge, is by keeping 
these women on their toes. 


Buggy blinks a couple times before turning to face Crocodile and for how reserved the 
woman usually is, Buggy can see her desire, her filthy thoughts, and her plan of attack all 
over her sharp features. Buggy clears her throat as quietly as she can and quirks a brow at 
Crocodile. “It’s all about me and my challenge, what I want, right? So you wouldn’t be 
opposed to it?” 


It’s Mihawk who answers after she’s polished off the last of her wine, “People do not tend to 
share partners with those they are not attracted to.” 


Buggy gasps, “So you have fucked!” They both gawk at her, eyebrows raised at how bold 
she’s being. Buggy knows they were probably expecting her to be shy, anxious, and 
malleable especially with how their first meeting went and the overly excitable texts she’s 
been exchanging with them over the last few days. 


But shit, Buggy got this far, why not lay all her cards on the table and give them everything 
she’s got. “I mean, if you two aren’t down to fool around this time around, I get it. I was just 
curious about how far you’d go to win the challenge.” She brings her hands from where they 
were curled eagerly into the couch cushions to lightly caress each of their thighs and looks 
languidly between the two with eyes she knows must be clouded with desire. “Cause I’m in it 
to win it.” 


And it’s brief, so brief she thinks she could’ ve imagined it but she sees the delicate skin of 
Mihawk’s throat flex as the woman swallows, and she feels the muscles in Crocodile’s thigh 
flex as her legs open ever so slightly. 


“T must admit,” Mihawk passes her empty glass to one of the assistants and curtly shakes her 
head as she declines a refill, “this is a far cry from our first meeting. You told us you were 
ready to accept your fate and lose honorably.” 


Buggy has to stifle a giggle because for how intimidatingly noir, chic, and mysterious the 
woman is, she’s a huge fucking drama queen. You’d think Buggy was facing them on a 
battlefield to fight to the death not in front of studio cameras to fuck for profit. 


Crocodile grunts her agreement, “Yeah, clown girl. Had a change of heart?” 


“Something like that.” She tries to school her expression into something elusive but from the 
flat look she receives from Mihawk and the actual eye roll from Crocodile, they don’t buy it. 
“So was that a yes to fucking or-” 


Crocodile interrupts her, “It’s not a no, depends on what kinda plot you’re cooking up.” With 
the full intensity of the woman’s gaze on her, she almost squeals her entire game plan but 
Buggy is determined to keep her element of surprise even if she goes into cardiac arrest from 
how breathless they’re making her. 


Crocodile and Mihawk fucking. Mihawk and Crocodile fucking. Crocodile, Mihawk, and 
Buggy fucking. She hopes whatever happened to her in her past life wasn’t too awful for fate 
to gift her this experience in her lifetime. 


“Hey ladies!” Margaret’s chipper voice snaps her out of her mouth breathing and Buggy not 
so discreetly dabs around her mouth to make sure she’s not drooling. 


The blonde half jogs over to them with a wide grin, “You’re looking very cozy,” she nods to 
where Buggy’s still gripping Mihawk and Crocodile’s thighs like they’re her own personal 
stress balls. Buggy immediately flushes and puts her hands in her lap, which gets a round of 
laughter from Margaret and a couple derisive snorts from her costars. 


“We’re good to go! Give me a wave when you're ready to start filming. This is gonna be 
amazing, I can already feel it.” And Buggy can tell the blonde means every word, it squashes 
whatever anxiety was left in the pit of her stomach. Margaret gives them a few more words of 
encouragement that were obviously directed more at Buggy before returning to her post 
behind the camera. 


Now that Buggy isn’t in her horny cloud of oblivion with Mihawk and Crocodile she can see 
just how many cameras there are. She doesn't think there’s a single angle that’1l go unseen, 
there’s tripods, cameras slung on top of the shoulders of assistants, microphones posted 
everywhere, it’s 100 times over the set up she has at home. 


She’s starting to feel her anxiety flare back up when Mihawk’s soft hand comes to rest on her 
thigh. It jolts her back to where the three of them are sitting on the couch, back to the cocoon 
of anticipation Buggy’s created with them. 


“Are you ready?” It’s Crocodile who asks, with shockingly kind eyes, like if Buggy ran away 
screaming at this very moment the woman wouldn’t even consider holding it against her. 


The pad of Mihawk’s thumb is tracing delicate patterns against her skin, silently supportive. 
And it makes Buggy all the more certain she’s been ready for a long time. 


“To have my brains fucked out? Fuck yeah.” They both visibly relax and all the sudden the 
heat is back on to the highest temp and Mihawk’s touches are venturing higher to where 
Buggy is dying to be touched. “Are you ready to deliver?” She licks her bottom lip. 


Crocodile doesn’t bother answering, she swiftly motions to Margaret that they’re ready but 
Buggy can see how the woman’s hands are flexing with the anticipation that they’re all 
clearly feeling. Mihawk pulls her hand away from where it had strayed to Buggy’s upper 
thigh. The three of them collectively straighten up and clear their throats as Margaret counts 
down. Buggy grins at them like they’re all in on a secret because in a way they are. 

Cause who would’ve guessed Buggy the Clown could get reactions like this from Dracule 
Mihawk and Sir Crocodile? 


And with the snap of the film slate, they’re rolling. 
“Hello, ladies! How are we doing today?” Margaret calls out in her usual conversational tone. 


Buggy looks at the two women she’s sandwiched between before cheekily replying, “Oh, I’m 
amazing. Very happy to be here.” 


Crocodile makes a scoffing noise that Buggy’s come to recognize as the woman’s attempt to 
smother her laughter. “Great.” Clipped and to the point, very on brand for Crocodile. Buggy 
rolls her eyes playfully before turning her attention to Mihawk who simply answers, “I am 
well.” 


This time it’s Buggy that has to smother her laughter, if they weren’t as hot and as good at 
their jobs as they are they’d never get away with this shit. Buggy presses her lips together as 
she looks to Margaret for the next question. 


“I’m happy to hear that. Today is special, we have two very familiar faces but it’s been a 
while since your last films so introductions are definitely in order, especially since we also 
have a newcomer.” 


Crocodile sports her best sultry smirk as she looks into the camera, “Sir Crocodile, y’ know 
exactly who I am.” Buggy clenches her legs together, and the side eye she gets from 
Crocodile lets Buggy know that the woman knows exactly what the smoky timbre of her 
voice does to Buggy. 


“Dracule Mihawk.” Mihawk nods at the camera, her tone is curt but her golden eyes speak 
volumes. 


“A pair of our esteemed veterans here at Kuja Studios,” Margaret’s voice is a bit teasing, 
poking fun at the dry introductions. “And of course, our newcomer! Tell us your name and 
why you’re here today.” 


And with that the conversation is in Buggy’s court, all eyes on her. Buggy gives the camera 
her best wicked grin and points directly at the lens. “The name’s Buggy the Clown. Streamer, 
camegirl, clown-extraordinaire, I do it all and I do it the best.” In her periphery she can see her 
costars staring and she knows it’s time to get this show on the road. 


“Why am I here, you ask? For the Buggy Challenge, of course! If you thought for one second 
I was gonna go viral and not make good on my challenge, think again.” Buggy can see 
Margaret smiling excitedly and the crew focusing their cameras on her, Buggy’s gotta reveal 
her trump card. 


“What really is the Buggy Challenge you may be wondering? II] show you.” Buggy glances 
at the two women who are gaping at her in what Buggy can only describe as morbid 
curiosity. She hops up from the couch, posing one hand on her hip as she digs her trump card 
out of her camisole. “Drumroll please!” When she’s met with silence she glances at the 
nearest camera assistant, “You’re gonna have to edit one in.” 


Before anyone can say anything she pulls out her trump card and presents it to the camera, 
smiling madly as all the cameras zoom in on the paper fortune teller she created for the film. 
“Ta-da!” 


“A piece of paper?” Crocodile breaks the silence, she sounds completely baffled and when 
Buggy turns around to look at the woman, she’s wide eyed and slack jawed. Buggy decides 
she very much likes how shock looks on Sir Crocodile and she’s willing to do anything to 
keep that expression on her face. 


“This is no ordinary piece of paper, Crocodile.” Her name tastes good in Buggy’s mouth too, 
she’s sure she’ll be saying or screaming it a lot for the next hour or so. 


“This is a fortune teller, it’s simple you pick a color and two numbers. You do the action to 
the person named in the fortune teller, this is all up to fate after all.” She winks at Mihawk 
who begrudgingly half-smiles back. 


Behind her she can hear hustled rustling and a very excited Margaret whispering, “Get this, 
get this, closer.” It was a gamble but if the director is down to let Buggy take the lead then 
nothing is stopping her. 


“T found myself thinking last night, 2 v. 1 isn’t very flashy with the odds skewed in your 
favor and all. But,” Buggy meets Mihawk and Crocodile’s curious gazes and watches it dawn 
on them that this was the reason she asked about sex between them. “a battle royale, now 
that’s the kinda flashiness only the Buggy Challenge could inspire.” 


Buggy turns her back to the cameras and approaches the couch where the women are still 
seated. This time it’s them that have to crane their necks to meet her eyes, the power trip it 
gives her makes her a little light headed. 


Maybe she’s getting better at reading them or maybe their guards are down because with the 
way Crocodile’s eyes are creased and how Mihawk’s half-smile has grown into a full one, 
they look a little proud of her or is it impressed? 


“So, do you accept the terms of my challenge?” Buggy says it in her usual haughty streaming 
voice but she makes sure her eyes stay genuine. If they’re not comfortable or they think it’s 
too ridiculous, they don’t have to accept. Either way, they’1l have Buggy on her back at some 
point and although staying true to her brand is super important to Buggy, so is fucking these 
two within an inch of her life. 


“You're absolutely fucking crazy.” Crocodile says and although she’s not grinning, Buggy 
can hear it in her voice. Buggy silently promises herself that she’s gonna make Crocodile 
laugh at least once during filming. 


“Thank you.” Buggy smiles prettily because no matter what Crocodile says, she meant it as a 
compliment. 


Crocodile smirks up at her before turning her attention to Mihawk who’s been silently 
watching things play out. “What d’you say Mihawk? Do we accept?” 


The heat and static created when Mihawk and Crocodile look into each other’s eyes is 
enough to power a small village, Buggy is convinced and so are the cameras since she can 
see them intently focusing in on the moment between the two veterans. 


“Yes,” Mihawk’s striking gaze is back on Buggy and the weight of it prompts Buggy back 
into action. She needs them, it’s a visceral thing and people only have so much patience for 
showmanship afterall. 


Buggy clears her throat and looks back into the cameras, “You heard it here first people! 
Veterans Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile will also be versing each other. This is the power 
of my challenge, let's get on with the show then.” 


And it’s like tunnel vision, Buggy knows there’s cameras in every corner of the room 
recording her every move and breath but the only thing that’s registering are the women in 
front of her. She has their attention too, it borders on predatory, like how big cats lazily size 
up their next meal. 


Her knees are weakening by the moment so Buggy makes the first move and straddles 
Crocodile’s lap. Like it’s second nature, Crocodile’s calloused hands come to rest on Buggy’s 
hips before kneading into her skin over the fabric of her shorts. 


They’re eye level, and if Buggy shifted a couple inches forward their lips would brush. 
Crocodile breathes out through her nose, slowly, steadily and Buggy’s reminded that they 
have an agenda to keep to. 


One that includes Crocodile breathless and not nearly this composed still. 


Buggy tucks her fingers into the paper fortune teller and brings it up to Crocodile’s face so 
quickly that the woman flinches. “What are you doing?” 


“Pick a color.” Buggy demands and laughs when Crocodile stares at her blankly, ““You’ve got 
options. Orange, blue, pink, purpl-” 


“Y’know this may be surprising but I do know how to fucking read, clown girl.” Crocodile 
draws up one of the hands from Buggy’s hips to hold Buggy by the nape of her neck. “TI 
wonder how long it’ll be before you drop this fortune thing. We could make it a bet, 
Mihawk.” 


Buggy blinks her eyes open, not even realizing they had slid shut the moment Crocodile had 
a firm hold on her neck. Mihawk has slid closer and is looking between the fortune teller, 
Buggy, and Crocodile. Buggy’s fading fast she’s gotta snap out of it, these two are like 
fucking catnip to her. “You gotta pick a color.” 


Crocodile rolls her eyes and lets go of her neck, opting to slide her hands up and down 
Buggy’s sides instead. “Black.” 


It’s Buggy’s turn to roll her eyes at the taller woman as she shuffles the fortune teller once for 
each letter in the word black, ““Wow, what a shocker.” Her comment earns her a pinch near 
her ribs and it shouldn’t make her even wetter but it does, it does. Crocodile knows it too, the 


cocky smirk on her face, how she keeps looking down to where her thigh is inches away from 
pressing into Buggy’s pussy. 


Buggy goes through each step of the teller with Crocodile, struggling to take full breaths as 
Mihawks hands join the fray, creeping under the hem on her camisole and playing with the 
waistline of her shorts so subtle that it almost seems innocent. 


Almost . 


It couldn’t have taken longer than thirty seconds, maybe a minute to arrive at Crocodile’s 
fortune teller action but by the time Buggy is sputtering out the answer, she’s flushed and 
getting eager. “Crocodile you got kissing with me.” 


One moment the words leave Buggy’s mouth and the next Crocodile’s lips are crashing into 
hers like waves and rocks, cars and trees, and symbols against each other. Her ears are 
ringing as she leans deeper and deeper into Crocodile, letting her hand rest against that sharp 
jaw. 


Her fingertips press into Crocodile’s skin as the kiss deepens, a perfect combination of sharp 
nips and soothing caresses delivered by teeth and tongue. Belatedly, she realizes Crocodile’s 
hands have been busy slipping Buggy’s cami off and when they have to separate so Crocodile 
can bring it over Buggy’s head, she protests. “Kissing, it said kissing. Kissing is kissing, not 
take Buggy’s tits out.” 


Crocodile quickly, efficiently silences Buggy with a couple more devastatingly delicious 
kisses before leaning back to admire her handiwork. Buggy’s half naked with kiss swollen 
lips and make up that’s already beginning to smear. 


“Didn’t say where I had to kiss you. Kissing is kissing. Whether it’s here,” Crocodile brushes 
a thumb against Buggy’s lips before leaning forward to nuzzle her face against Buggy’s tits, 

“Or here.” Without another word Crocodile kisses down Buggy’s right breast before latching 
onto her nipple. This of course, as Buggy’s toes are curling is when Mihawk says, “My turn.” 


Buggy meets Mihawk’s eyes and it’s almost painful how molten they are, Buggy almost feels 
bad for leaving Mihawk out but the impatience sharpening the woman’s features makes her 
pussy clench. “Pick a color.” The fortune teller is a little damp from how sweaty Buggy’s 
palms are but it’s still functional. 


Mihawk rakes her eyes across every inch of Buggy’s bare skin, it weighs on Buggy as if the 
woman is actually touching her and when Crocodile pinches her nipple between deft 
fingertips, Buggy lets out her first moan of the shoot. 


Mihawk moves up onto her knees and gently runs her fingers through Buggy’s hair, she 
pushes it away from her ear and answers decisively, “Blue.” 


She goes through the steps hastily, losing count a couple of times between Crocodile’s wet 
kisses and Mihawk in her ear making mocking sympathetic hums like she knows how hard 
Buggy’s trying to keep from bursting at the seams. 


Buggy reads the answer and if she sounds breathless when they play back the film later, 
she’ ll deny, deny, deny. “Mihawk you got feel up Crocodile.” Crocodile finally detaches 
herself from Buggy’s chest just to shoot her a withering look, “ Feel up? What are we high 
schoolers?” 


Buggy’s jaw drops as she lets out an outraged scoff, “You were literally just feeling me up!” 
The reddish marks all over her tits and her swollen nipples attest to that, she motions to it but 
all that gets are matching dark looks from either woman and if she’s gonna make it to the 
table with cumming in her shorts she needs a breather. 


“Mihawk wanna trade with me.” Buggy wags her brows at Mihawk from where she’s still 
very much straddling Crocodile, and almost cries her relief when Mihawk agrees maybe 
she’ll get outta the couch scene without embarrassing herself. After all, Mihawk did 
comment on her stamina during her stream. 


As she crawls out of Crocodile’s lap the tall woman gives her a quick swat on the ass 
definitely within the bounds of their agreements but seeing as how Buggy wasn’t expecting it 
and she’s so horny she can’t see straight, the sting makes her moan. Like a bonafide porn star 
moan and she already knows their eyes are gonna be on her when she straightens up onto her 
knees next to where Mihawk is now straddling Crocodile. It still winds her though, Crocodile 
looking like she just found a new favorite toy, and Mihawk, Mihaw- 


Striking like a viper, the golden eyed woman has Buggy’s cheeks squished in one hand as she 
kisses her passionately. Where Crocodile’s kisses were more of a crashing sensation, 
Mihawk’s kisses creep slow but certainly, like smoke through a burning house. Buggy is the 
burning house. She leans in for more, more, more, to feel the woman’s slick tongue tracing 
patterns against hers to feel those lips teasingly suckle on her bottom lip. And when she’s 
about to fall in deep, fuck the filming, fuck the streaming, fuck the fortune teller- 


The fucking fortune teller. They’Il never let her live it down if Buggy doesn’t- 


Buggy pulls back with a pout that she sees reflected in Mihawk's face like she’s pissed Buggy 
didn’t let her finish kissing her. “The fortune teller! You got some feeling up to do and I’ve 
gotta read my own fortune.” 


Crocodile is looking increasingly frustrated too, her high cheekbones are dusted red and her 
mouth is pulled into a dour little frown. God are they both pouting ? “Fuck the fucking 
fortune teller and come here.” 


And Buggy didn’t notice it before because of all the fabric from Mihawk’s dramatic ass robe, 
Mihawk is grinding her pussy against the muscle of Crocodile’s thigh and has managed to 
shuck off half of Crocodile’s kimono. 


Buggy jaw is already on the floor but then Mihawk unclips Crocodile’s bra to let her breasts 
spill out and immediately goes to work leaving bruising bites and kisses and, and- 


Buggy is going to die if she doesn’t start touching one of them in the next ten seconds. She’ll 
evaporate and die. The sound of their breathy moans, groans, sighs, real ones because Buggy 
knows too well what the fake ones sound like, they spur her on as she clumsily does the 


fortune teller. The ink of the paper is starting to look runny, probably from all the damn 
sweating Buggy’s been doing it’s diabolical. 


But then she has her answer and she’s reading it to them, “I have to finger... Buggy? I got 
myself.” She probably should’ ve figured this would be a problem, it’s random after all so 
they could get themselves in the fortune. The whole point is that she wants to touch them 
though, she does enough playing with her for work. Fuck that. “I'll just do it agai-” 


“No.” They say in unison, they side eye each other briefly even though they’re half naked 
and draped all over each other. Mihawk clears her throat, “It would not be fair to the rules.” 


“You putting on a show in front of a camera is how you got here. It’s only fair you put on a 
show for us now.” And Buggy wants to tell the two of them that it was for them, that she 
thought of them the night they watched and so many more. But right now they’re in front of 
the cameras, and those are real feelings not to be shared with anyone other than them. 


Buggy swallows those words and instead simply says, “Okay.” The women are crowded 
against the left side of the couch flush against the armrest, so Buggy crawls over to the vacant 
right side and lays back against the arm rest so she’s facing Mihawk and Crocodile. 


Mihawk’s robe is on the floor all she’s got left is a lacy black thong that even from here 
Buggy can tell is damp, Buggy bites back a moan at the sight of her. Crocodile’s thigh is still 
grinding upwards against Mihawk, the taller woman is still the most dressed between the 
three of them with her arm still looped through one of the arms of her kimono and her bra 
undone at her shoulders. 


She’s seen them focused, calculated, on occasion satisfied in their bodies of work. But she’s 
never seen them debauched, or eager, wanting. Women like this don’t want for anything or 
anyone. 


Except right now, right now they look at Buggy and they want . Doggedly they stare at 
Buggy’s naked skin as she slides off her shorts and drops them to the floor, they track her 
movements like they don’t know what to expect next and it’s because they don’t. How could 
they? Buggy’s challenged every norm while filming so far. And God, she hasn’t even tasted 
them yet, they haven’t even properly had her yet. If this is the couch scene, what of the table, 
the bed, what of after, when everyone packs up and goes home and the three of them are left 
wondering. 


She watches the cameras repositioning as they get a better angle for the show she’s about to 
put on and even with the cameras, the other people in the room, her loyal followers, Buggy 
wants Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile to know that this is for them. 


Buggy grins cheekily, “Watch me.” 
And they are. 


She parts her legs, hooks her left one over the back of the couch to show them what they do 
to her, how drenched she is, how close she is already. She massages her fingers through her 
folds, a little tease for her and for them before she circles her index finger around the hood of 


her clit. She jerks a little but doesn’t let her eyes shut, she wants to see their desire grow, she 
wants to watch them play with each other. 


Buggy sinks her middle finger into her pussy and she’s so wet she immediately follows with 
her ring finger, then slowly, surely, she finds her rhythm. 


Crocodile lets out a low groan that has Buggy’s walls tightening around her fingers and she 
lets out a moan of her own once she sees Mihawk's rubbing against the taller woman’s crotch 
with the heel of her hand. Mihawk sighs jerkily when Crocodile pulls her down harder 
against her thigh before rocking her hips faster. Even still, their eyes are on Buggy who’s 
gasps are turning into longer guttural moans as she matches the tempo of her own thrusts to 
the tempo Mihawk’s created with her hips. 


Buggy feels it now, the tingling in her fingertips, the fluttering in her navel, the pulsing of her 
pussy. She’s moments or seconds away from cumming, all this build up to it, she never had a 
chance of lasting more than a couple minutes but that’s okay. The heat in Mihawk and 
Crocodile’s eyes let her know this is just one of many. 


Buggy’s other hand dances closer to her clit, she knows they can see what she wants, she 
wants to hear it from them, she wants their permission. “Can I cum? Can I please cum?” 


And she should’ve known, they’ve done this before after all even if it was through the screen 
of a computer. Mihawk’s lips curl into a cruel smile, “Another finger first, you always take 
them so well, darling.” 


Buggy does shut her eyes for a moment this time, if she kept seeing Mihawk making that face 
she’d come, permission or not. “Fuck, fuck.” She’s whining like a wounded animal, and 
when she slips a third finger into her pussy, it crescendos into another moan. 


“Open your eyes. Look at us, Buggy.” Crocodile’s voice is in her ear and if that isn’t enough 
to startle her eyes wide open, Crocodile calling her anything but ‘clown girl’ is. 


They are not where Buggy left them. 


Mihawk is kneeling in between Buggy’s parted legs, watching with a near concerning 
intensity as Buggy fucks herself with her own fingers, and even more dangerously, Crocodile 
is kneeling beside the couch, directly behind Buggy. “Ask again, nicely.” Crocodile breathes 
the command into Buggy’s temple leaving kisses there and it’s so soft, it makes both Buggy’s 
pussy and heart pulse. 


She doesn’t disappoint, a small gust of air could set her off at this point. “Please, please, can I 
cum? Can I cum please?” The plea is directed at both of them but it’s Mihawk that answers, 
her golden eyes finally pulling away from the mess Buggy’s creating between her legs. 


“Cum for us, darling.” 


It takes two brushes from the pad of her thumb against her clit and Buggy’s cumming so hard 
she can hear colors and taste words, and darling, darling, darling what a delectable word that 
is. When the last spasm has wracked through her body they’ve somehow got her propped up 


between the two of them, Crocodile is leaving searing kisses down her spine and Mihawk is 
licking Buggy’s fingers clean. 


Buggy’s brain is short circuiting, she’s going to die, they’re going to kill her and she’s going 
to die happily. She shifts and feels something crinkle beneath her ass, her saving grace, her 
life line. 


As discreetly as possible, she fishes the paper fortune teller out from under her, Buggy can 
tell the cameras catch on before either of her costars do and just as Mihawk is about to claim 
her mouth all over again, Buggy interrupts. “Ah, wait.” And God what professionals they are, 
they still their movements immediately, no safe word necessary. 


“What is it?” Crocodile asks patiently, even though her jaw is clenched and her pupils are 
blown. Buggy holds out the paper fortune teller to Crocodile, her fingers tucked in and ready, 
“Pick a color.” 


Buggy can’t help laughing at the horrified, then absolutely flabbergasted expression on 
Crocodile’s face. Crocodile doesn’t seem to think it’s nearly as funny. “Be serious right now.” 


Buggy gasps dramatically and presses a hand to her chest, “I am being serious! You did it, 
Mihawk did it, I did it, you gotta do it again. It’s a rotation.” Buggy nods sagely. “We gotta be 
consistent.” 


Crocodile looks imploringly at Mihawk, looking for some kinda help but Mihawk just 
chuckles and nods in agreement, “Consistency is important.” 


The silent seething coming off of Crocodile would be a lot more intimidating if the woman 
wasn’t just giving her forehead kisses a minute ago so Buggy holds up the fortune teller 
again, “Pick a color, and don’t say black cause you picked that already” 


“Purple.” Crocodile grits out, and if Buggy goes through the steps of the teller extra slow it’s 
definitely not just so she can watch that frustrated flush spread to the tops of Crocodile’s 
plush breasts. 


It’s the simple things. 


“Crocodile you got, fingering with Mihawk.” This Buggy’s gotta see. She darts her eyes 
between the two imposing but increasingly disheveled women who seem to wordlessly 
communicate. 


Buggy’s about to interject when she’s unceremoniously lifted from the couch and hoisted 
over Crocodile’s shoulder. The ground looks so far away from here, even Mihawk looks short 
from this angle and as she gracefully pads after them, behind her Buggy sees the cameras 
readjusting. 


The surface of the table is cool against Buggy’s back as she’s laid flat across it, and it snaps 
her back into action. Buggy props herself up, elbows digging into the table. “Woah, woah, 
woah! Mihawk, it said Mihawk!” She yelps at Crocodile who’s leaning over her like Buggy’s 
a feast and she’s starving. 


Mihawk slips between them and draws her lace thong down from her hips until it’s a 
forgotten scrap of fabric on the floor. Buggy gapes at the newly revealed skin, zoning in on 
her thatch groomed pubic hair that’s shaped into a triangle. Mihawk moves closer to Buggy, 
her hands gripping the table’s edge on either side of her hips. “We know what it said. 
However, it would be rude to leave you wanting.” 


Crocodile chuckles darkly from behind Mihawk and it’s not like the one Buggy had heard in 
the woman’s car. It’s just as husky and so intimate it makes Buggy’s fingers twitch but she 
still wouldn’t count it as a laugh. 


Mihawk bends over the table falling further into Buggy’s space, the woman’s soft lips brush 
along the valley between Buggy’s breasts. Buggy can tell the exact moment Crocodile’s 
fingers enter Mihawk because it urges a breathy sigh from the woman; the heat from it 
inspires a new wave of goosebumps across Buggy’s skin. 


She watches Crocodile’s unoccupied hand brush across the flawless planes of Mihawk’s back 
before curling into the woman’s hip, offering more leverage for Crocodile to piston her 
fingers into her. 


Even with moans spilling from her lips, Mihawk continues kissing, licking, and biting down 
Buggy’s abdomen. She pauses to tease her pebbled nipples with a talented tongue before 
nipping at them until Buggy’s hips jerk up into her. Buggy’s leveled by those golden eyes, 
they drag down every inch of her skin, laying her bare from head to toe before honing on 
where Buggy’s legs are still covered by the thigh high socks. 


Mihawk readjusts, loosening her grip on the table’s edge, bringing her hands to the elastic of 
the socks. Buggy moans at the picture she makes, the woman covers every bit of skin she 
reveals with silky kisses as she rolls down the socks, even daring to press a kiss to top of 
Buggy’s foot. With one leg bared, Mihawk continues this pattern down her other leg until 
Buggy feels boneless and dizzy. 


Pleasure is alluring on Mihawk, her eyelashes flutter with it, her eyes darken with it as their 
usual golden hue cools to a stunning bronze, her lips redden and slick with it until they float 
like velvet across skin. 


Her wide hips swivel back against Crocodile’s thick fingers as if it’s second nature and with 
how familiar the motions between them look, Buggy knows she was right about them having 
fucked before. Many times, if Crocodile’s knowledge of the motions that got the strongest 
reactions from Mihawk were anything to go by. 


Mihawk’s mouth is flush against her navel, edging dangerously close to where Buggy is 
dying to be touched most. When the woman’s hands come to rest against her thighs, hiking 
them up to give her better access to Buggy’s center, she doesn’t even have the chance to 
brace herself before Mihawk delves through her folds, tongue first. Buggy cries out, her arms 
go weak, unable to hold her upper half up anymore as she falls flat against the table all while 
Mihawk continues to eat her alive. 


Pleasure rockets through her body with every masterful lick Mihawk delivers to her clit, and 
her hips rock up into the woman’s mouth with a mind of their own that’s singular goal is, 


more, more, more. 


A satisfied huff from Crocodile is what makes Buggy pry her eyes back open, the set looks 
ruddy and out of focus but Crocodile stands out bold against it all. Some of the woman’s hair 
has fallen into her face but even with the vicious pace she’s set with Mihawk, it’s clear she’s 
in her element. Crocodile looks down at her knowingly, like she knew from the start this was 
exactly where they’d have Buggy regardless of her antics. 


Buggy’s spite pulls her from her rapture long enough to remember the fortune teller which 
somehow managed to migrate over to the table with them. Thankfully within arms reach, she 
snatches it up from the table with trembling hands and gasps as Mihawk spears her tongue 
into Buggy’s entrance. 


““Wai-” She swallows a moan as Mihawk fucks her tongue deeper into Buggy’s pussy. “The 
fortune teller.” Her voice sounds weak, far-away even though she said the words herself. She 
tries to slip her fingers back into the paper but it’s sticking together and the ink is so muddled 
she can barely make out the words. 


Buggy blinks and the teller is missing from her hands, it takes her a moment to realize with 
dawning horror that it’s sitting Crocodile’s free hand, the woman stole it from her. “Fuck 
this.” And once snarling the words, Crocodile crumples the fortune teller into a ball and 
throws it off set. 


She watches it go sailing outta sight before turning back to the two women, feeling very 
much like she’s on a battlefield and she just lost her only weapon. 


Crocodile doesn’t even give her the chance to voice her dismay, she crowds Mihawk so she 
can reach Buggy, grabbing her by her hair and drawing her in close enough to whisper, “You 
had your fun, clown girl, we’re taking it from here. We can give you what you need without 
Ite 


The woman kisses her deep and filthy, Buggy moans into it and catches herself chasing after 
Crocodile’s lips when the woman pulls away. She can hear just how wet Mihawk is from the 
taller woman’s ministrations, the slick sounds cause another wave of desire to course through 
Buggy’s blood. “How’s she taste?” Crocodile asks Mihawk with a teasing lilt as she deepens 
her thrusts. 


The woman in question pulls away from Buggy long enough to take a few labored breaths 
and answer, “Like a dream,” before suckling Buggy’s clit back between her lips. She jolts, 
nearly slamming her head against the table and when she feels two of Mihawk’s fingers 
pressing into her entrance, she knows she’s only got a few seconds before she bursts. 


Buggy considers not asking for permission to cum this time, seriously doubting she’d be able 
to hold out if they decided to deny her but she takes one look at Crocodile’s stormy eyes and 
the words come spilling past her lips, “Please, can I?” Mihawk moans into Buggy’s folds and 
Crocodile nods, praising her, “Good girl, using your manners.” 


She cums hard against Mihawk’s face, the woman nurses her through it with crooked fingers 
against her g-spot and firm lips latched around her bud. She feels the moment the woman 


trembles undone around Crocodile’s fingers, the spasms from her release hum against 
Buggy’s sensitive skin. 


Buggy’s hips rock with the aftershocks, and when Mihawk finally pulls her mouth away from 
her messy cunt, the woman immediately pulls Crocodile into a sopping kiss. Mihawk’s 
tongue disappears into the taller woman’s mouth and Crocodile groans into the kiss, 
crowding her back against the table hungrily. 


And Buggy just came but fuck if she’s not getting hot all over again as they shamelessly 
share the taste of her. Crocodile pulls away first and zeroes in on Buggy, “Bed.” 


Buggy agrees wholeheartedly. Her legs might need a moment to catch up though. 


Mihawk helps her amble over to the bed, the woman has a strong arm wrapped tight around 
Buggy’s waist and though she tries to silence the thought, she can’t help but think it almost 
feels a little possessive or protective and that sends a thrill straight to her heart. Buggy 
doesn’t even have a chance to let her delusions run rampant, because as they approach the 
bed she freezes at the sight of Crocodile. 


The woman is fully naked now, they all are just as Margaret’s sequence asked, and with 
methodical tugs, Crocodile is busy adjusting the harness of a strap-on tighter around her hips 
and thighs. She catches Buggy staring at the strap-on like a deer in headlights and rolls her 
eyes, “Scared, clown girl? This is far from the biggest I have.” 


Buggy’s eyes round, is it bad that she wants to see and/or try out the largest of her collection? 
The possibilities are fucking endless with these two. The strap is plain black silicone, it’s not 
one of those hyper-detailed ones that freak Buggy out cause they look a little too much like 
the real thing, and while it isn’t overly thick, it’s big, maybe about seven or eight inches long. 
It’s- 


“Perfect. It’s perfect.” She says her thoughts aloud cause it’s true, she has to stop herself from 
jumping for joy at the sight of it. Fingers are great and all, especially when they belong to 
Dracule Mihawk and Sir Crocodile but there’s nothing like a good toy, Buggy /oves a good 
toy. 


Mihawk seems to have had enough of her gawking because she pulls Buggy down onto the 
bed which is pretty comfortable for a porn set, nice and firm. She’s laid out once again but 
this time Mihawk is straddling her, grinding their hips together. “You have been so good for 
us,” Mihawk says softly before sharing a couple lazy kisses with Buggy who can’t help the 
smile and flush that rise to her cheeks. But when the woman breaks the kiss, her eyes are 
sharper. “I trust that you will keep being good for us.” Buggy nods but can’t help but stir the 
pot, “Yeah, of course. Especially since as far as I’m concerned, I won as soon as Crocodile 
trashed the fortune teller.”” She looks over to where the taller woman is standing beside the 
bed and finds that she’s lubing up the strap, Buggy swallows thickly. 


When her focus returns to Mihawk, the golden eyed woman is nestling a pillow beneath 
Buggy’s ass with a smirk. “I wonder if you will be saying that in a moment.” The bed shifts 
with the added weight from Crocodile as the woman makes herself right at home between 
Buggy’s legs, while Mihawk positions herself so she’s straddling her face. 


“She won’t be saying anything.” Usually Buggy would have something to say to Crocodile’s 
barb but words already seem to be failing her because all she can think of is how close she is 
to tasting Mihawk. 


Buggy swears she can feel her pupils dilate as she takes in each and every detail of Mihawk’s 
dark pink and glistening folds, just inches from her lips. If Buggy shifted her head up or 
Mihawk beared her weight down they’d make contact. She inhales deep and unapologetic, 
moaning loudly as the woman’s earthy scent overwhelms her senses. 


“That’s what I thought.” Buggy can hear the smirk in Crocodile’s voice and she wants to 
prove the woman wrong but she can’t string a single sentence together, not like this. She feels 
the blunt head of the strap teasing her entrance and her toes are curled in anticipation but then 
Crocodile says, “Ease up, I wanna see her face as she takes it.” 


When Mihawk pulls her pussy away from Buggy’s face she almost sobs her protest but then, 
there’s Crocodile, wrapping Buggy’s legs around her hips as she pushes into her sensitive 
cunt agonizingly slow. Every inch of the toy is a new revelation, a new sensation, and 
Buggy’s eyes roll back into her skull as Crocodile bottoms out, their hips flush together. She 
pulls out before thrusting back in harshly and the noise it rips from Buggy is feral. 


“Mim, got a good look. Go ahead.” Crocodile says and then Mihawk is back, and instead of 
hovering temptingly over Buggy’s face she’s grinding her core into Buggy’s mouth. 


She moans into her, Crocodile is fucking into her with purpose now and Buggy tries her best 
to match her tempo with licks and kisses to the woman’s heady cunt. Mihawk curls her hands 
into Buggy’s hair, tugging her head where she wants it most and Buggy lets herself be used as 
Mihawk rides her face with fervor. 


She feels Crocodile’s calloused fingertips dig into her hips and it prompts her to rock her hips 
to meet the woman’s thrusts, trying to give as good as she’s getting. Buggy won’t just lay 
docile and take, she wants to give them everything. 


Even through the push and pull of Mihawk’s grinding, Buggy manages to latch her mouth 
around the woman’s clit, suckling it and laving it with the flat of her tongue. Mihawk’s jerks 
and Buggy can feel the woman’s pulse fluttering dangerously, she’s getting close. And so is 


Buggy. 


The angle Crocodile is driving into her at is deep and the cock head is nudging against her g- 
spot with every thrust in and out. Buggy tightens her legs around Crocodile’s hips, drawing 
the woman even deeper as she herself delves her tongue further into Mihawk’s entrance. 


Mihawk’s walls tighten around Buggy’s tongue and even though it’s muffled she hears the 
woman moaning a curse as she comes undone. She does her best to swallow every bit of 
Mihawk’s release relishing the rich flavor of it but stills as her own orgasm crescendos 
leaving her breathless. Buggy is still shaking as Mihawk eases off of her face, Buggy’s legs 
have gone slack and boneless around Crocodile’s hips. 


The taller woman pulls out and greedily drinks in the sight of Buggy’s hole continuing to 
spasm. Mihawk has shifted to kneeling beside Buggy’s head, the woman’s shoulders are still 


trembling from the force of her own orgasm but she still says, “Did I tell you to stop?” She 
arches a thin brow down at Buggy who is still very much rediscovering spoken words. 


Crocodile clicks her tongue, as if scolding Buggy as she roughly flips her onto her stomach. 
“We’re gonna have to teach her how to multitask.” Crocodile hikes her up onto her knees and 
Buggy scrambles to balance herself on her hands, her arms still feeling weak from the force 
of her last orgasm. 


Buggy opens her mouth to defend herself but Crocodile doesn’t let up, filling her all over 
again with one powerful stroke. Buggy screams her delight, arching her back into the thrusts 
and craving the rugged drag of Crocodile’s hands against the small of her back. 


For the second (or was it third) time since the cameras started rolling, Crocodile scruffs her 
by the nape of her neck; dragging Buggy up until her chest is flush against Buggy’s back. 
“Go on,” Crocodile nods her head to where Mihawk is laying against the headboard, legs 
wide open and inviting, her manicured fingers dragging lazily through her wet folds. 


“Crawl to her,” Crocodile’s lips brush the shell of Buggy’s ear with her command. And 
Buggy wants to, she wants to be good and listen. But in her sex addled mind she’s convinced 
herself that if Crocodile’s cock isn’t nestled deep inside of her for more than a millisecond 
she will spontaneously combust and die. 


The woman is amused by her hesitancy and mockingly reassures her, “Don’t worry, I’Il be 
right behind you.” Buggy isn’t fargone enough to not find the woman’s words to be more 
than a little bit foreboding but she starts crawling to Mihawk anyway, too addicted to the 
woman’s taste to not do her damndest to get another. 


And she knew it was a trap, just not this diabolical of one. As she crawls closer and closer to 
Mihawk, Crocodile stays flush against her, keeping the strap buried to the hilt inside Buggy 
as they move together toward their co-star. With every inch they move forward, the toy finds 
new corners of her walls to tease against, her nerves feel like they’ve been freshly lit on fire, 
extinguished, and relit again. 


By the time she’s made it between Mihawk’s legs, it’s like any air she had left in her has been 
pummeled out by Crocodile’s cock. Mihawk drags a gentle hand through Buggy’s hair before 
holding Buggy by her chin and asking, “Are you going to make me feel good, Buggy the 
Clown?” 


It clears some of the fever that’s been ravaging Buggy’s mind, making Mihawk and 
Crocodile feel good is a// she wants. It strikes her that she’s only made Mihawk cum once, 
and Crocodile hasn’t even cum once yet. Buggy’s got three orgasms under her belt and she’s 
edging dangerously close to number four. And they’ve still gotta hit the cowgirl position. 


She silently repeats her mantra, aware that Mihawk is still waiting for an answer. 
Test their patience til it breaks, make them feel. 


Their patience is well and truly broken, Crocodile made that clear when she threw the 
crumpled paper fortune teller into orbit. Even now she can see how eager the women are to 
continue taking Buggy apart. But Buggy still has to make them feel . 


She steels herself, mentally putting her big girl panties on as she replies, “Absolutely.” 
Mihawk looks mildly surprised at Buggy actually saying something intelligible, but then her 
surprise morphs into that same cruel grin from earlier. “Get to it then.” 


Buggy uses her flexibility to her advantage, keeping her hips pressed to Crocodile while 
lowering her upper half so she’s nuzzled between Mihawk’s legs, her tongue licking the 
woman from her entrance to her bundle of nerves. 


The golden-eyed woman sighs as she spreads her legs further apart, rocking against Buggy’s 
mouth as she continues her feast. Crocodile resumes her brutal tempo, pistoning deep into 
Buggy who muffles her moans in Mihawk’s folds. She refuses to cum before she makes 
Mihawk climax again but Crocodile is making that fucking impossible. 


She pulls away from Mihawk long enough to introduce her fingers into the fray. The woman 
clenches tight around Buggy’s index and middle fingers as she thrusts them into her, the 
choked sound of Mihawk’s moan tells Buggy the woman likely wasn’t expecting it from her. 


The only way she has a shot at achieving her goals, winning this challenge, is by keeping 
these women on their toes. 


She smirks up from where she’s mouthing at Mihawk’s clit, the woman’s face is pinched with 
pleasure, her jaw slack as she releases sigh after breathy sigh toward the ceiling. “I think you 
need another finger,” Buggy teases, making sure her lips brush against the woman’s cunt as 
she speaks. Mihawk snaps her head down so she can shoot a glare at Buggy, obviously not 
appreciating her own words being used against her. But the dirty look is blunted by how 
flustered she looks and how eagerly she’s grinding her hips against Buggy. “You’re taking 
two so well, after all.”” Buggy mocks as she slides in her ring finger to join the other two. 


The woman moans loudly, punishingly pulling at Buggy’s hair until she puts her mouth back 
to work. The familiar fluttering in the pit of Buggy’s stomach makes itself known, the 
sensation becoming more erratic with each clench of Mihawk around her fingers and with 
each thrust Crocodile savages her with. If either woman so much as grazed her clit right now 
she’d go careening over the edge, she’s that close. 


She frantically and suddenly ups the tempo of her fingers, gives an especially harsh suck to 
Mihawk’s clit, and watches blissfully as the woman goes crashing over the edge first. 


Unlike with everything else the woman does, Mihawk does not cum gracefully. 


There’s nothing graceful about the claw like fingers shakily grasping Buggy’s hair, the strict 
tension of the plush thighs bracketing Buggy’s head, or the bottom lip that’s bitten ruthlessly 
red between Mihawk’s white teeth. No, not graceful, but so beautiful that Buggy forgets her 
own impending orgasm, forgets everything so she can commit each of the woman’s 
microexpressions to memory as Mihawk convulses around her fingers. 


Buggy would’ve stayed staring at the woman longer if not for the firm hand gripping her 
throat and pulling her back against Crocodile. Buggy can feel her nipples hard against her 
back, can feel the flexing of the her abdomen as she continues to fuck into Buggy, can feel 
the her steamy breath against the side of Buggy’s face. 


Buggy jumps at the first bite to the skin behind her ear before melting into it with a long sigh 
but that’s not enough for Crocodile, “You’ll let me mark up this pretty neck of yours, right?” 
Fuck, fuck, fuck. 


“Yes, yes, ye-” Buggy’s voice is so raw that it hurts to moan but she can’t help it as she feels 
the woman’s teeth sink into her neck, her shoulder, even along her fucking jaw. Buggy cums 
for the fourth time, the set looks like it’s bathed in a momentary bright white light and she 
contemplates through a dissociative daze whether or not they actually managed to send her to 
pearly gates. 


She blinks a few times, quickly then sluggish as the exhaustion of having four back to back 
orgasm catches up with her. Her eyelids are heavy but she knows she’s still got work to do, 
she’s too close to the finish line to collapse now. 


Crocodile pulls out of her and Buggy doesn’t give her the opportunity to brusquely maneuver 
her into the next position. While she definitely likes a little manhandling, Buggy is not a 
ragdoll. She turns swiftly, Crocodile’s expression speaks to her shock, the woman definitely 
thought that after an orgasm like that, Buggy would be comatose. 


She practically tackles the woman flat against the bed, as fun as doggy style was, she wants 
to see Crocodile’s face. “Well, look who didn’t need an ambulance after all,’ Crocodile 
smiles crookedly up at where Buggy’s straddling her, giving her a lewd once-over with the 
leisure of a queen. Buggy reaches back to grab the strap, “I told you, I’m in it to win it.” 


She lifts her hips to guide the length of the toy into her entrance but loses her balance, her 
equilibrium is fucked. Buggy would’ve face planted into the firm mattress if not from the soft 
hands that are now settled on her sides, she smiles back at Mihawk who’s hair is sticking up 
in a couple places and is looking at Buggy like she’s seeing her for the first time. 


Guess that’s what a good orgasm can do to someone, she silently applauds herself. Her 
celebration is cut short by Mihawk dragging a teasing finger along her clit and Buggy damn 
near jumps out of her skin at the sensitivity of it. “The challenge is not over yet, Buggy the 
Clown,” Mihawk says teasingly, steadying Buggy with one hand and holding the strap-on in 
her other. 


Buggy follows the woman’s lead, letting Mihawk guide the toy into her cunt before sinking 
down onto it slowly. Once it’s buried inside her and her hips are flush with Crocodile, she 
starts riding in earnest. The muscles in her thighs burn with the exertion but the friction of the 
silicone against her innermost walls is too good to not chase. 


Mihawk takes it upon herself to find every bite and hickey Crocodile left behind, covering it 
with her own searing kisses while leaving new marks of her own. Buggy’s gonna leave here 
looking every bit like the sexworker she is because of these two, the thought inspires heat 
instead of annoyance, it simmers in her chest before relocating to her navel. 


She sets her hands on Crocodile’s shoulders as she switches her angle, fucking herself faster, 
harder, on Crocodile’s cock. It’s a good angle but it’s not enough, she needs more leverage 
and whines her frustration as her hips continue rocking. Crocodile reads her like an open 


book, offering her hands to grip so she can push herself harder against the silicone cock. 
“That’s right baby, take what you need.” 


Buggy takes the woman’s hands like they’re a lifeline, and her toes curl with the intensity of 
the angles she’s able to hit. Her orgasm is alive beneath her skin, her teeth chatter harder and 
harder as climbs closer to it with each grind against Crocodile’s cock. 


She needs a final push, this should be enough, she feels so fucking good, but her body is still 
begging for more. Tears prick her eyes and blur her vision as she fights to voice her 
exasperation. “I-I, I need, I ne- ” 


Mihawk pulls away from Buggy’s neck long enough to gauge the situation, “You need more? 
Greedy thing.” If Buggy had it in her, all she’d have to do is look at the cruel face she knows 
the woman is making but she’s terrified that if she shifts or slows she won’t be able to cum. 
Instead she nods her head emphatically and Mihawk doesn’t make her wait or plead, she 
catches Buggy’s clit between two fingers and softly clenches them together. 


Buggy gushes around the strap-on, leaving a mess on Crocodile’s thighs as she shakes apart 
between the two women. This time, Buggy knows they killed her because instead of pearly 
white bright lights, it’s dark and her head is pounding in time with her erratic heartbeat. 


The insistent press of lips against hers is what brings her back to the world of the living, she 
registers the ceiling of the studio first and Crocodile plundering her mouth in a kiss that’s 
more tongue than lips second. Buggy’s still on top of the woman, the toy is still nestled deep 
inside her and she can feel Mihawk’s tongue trailing down her spine. 


She wants to lean into the kisses but she’s still stuck on the fact that they actually made her 
black out. Buggy was here in the studio, doing her job and these two monsters sent her to 
fucking underworld. The rumors weren’t rumors at all, they were staunch warnings. 


“You're just full of surprises, clown girl.” Crocodile says upon breaking their kiss, her gray 
eyes glancing pointedly at the puddle Buggy’s still sitting in. She lights up bright red, she can 
practically feel the steam coming off of her face as she weakly eases the silicone cock out of 
her entrance, crawling off of Crocodile to look down at the slick mess she left behind. 


Someone really oughta clean that up... She looks between the women and it dawns on her 
that they think the shoot is over. They hit their three locations, their three positions, as far as 
their concerned filming is over. Both of them are stretching, rolling their necks, and flexing 
their fingers. 


And while Buggy has clearly done a number on them and that certainly deserves a pat on the 
back, Crocodile still hasn’t cum or laughed. The cameras are still rolling, Buggy can tell they 
know she’s a wildcard and will probably keep recording until Buggy leaves the building or is 
otherwise subdued (aka fucked to death). Buggy turns away from the cameras, looking back 
at Crocodile and watches in horror, like a car crash in slow motion as the woman begins to 
undo the strap-on harness. 


“NO!” It’s piercing and dramatic, both of her costars startle at her shriek, staring at her with 
matching expressions of concern. She hastily shuffles back between Crocodile’s legs, looking 


down at the soaking wet black silicone sadly. “I didn’t get to say goodbye to it yet.” Buggy 
whispers to the toy, her favorite toy, arguably the best toy to ever grace planet Earth. 


The toy begins to tremble and Buggy is momentarily convinced that it’s equally heartbroken 
by their separation but then she hears it. Crocodile laughs loud and unabashedly, just as deep 
and smoky as it was in the woman’s car. The gray eyed woman’s eyes are trained on where 
Buggy is perched between her legs talking to the silicone cock and the longer she looks at 
Buggy the harder she laughs. 


“I’m being serious, I’m gonna miss it!” Buggy exclaims viciously, she turns to Mihawk for 
help but the woman’s shoulders are shaking with barely contained laughter. Buggy frowns at 
them, trying not to pout as they laugh at her, thinking about how she can come out on top of 
this. Buggy got Crocodile to laugh but she still owes the woman an orgasm, she glances back 
down at the silicone cock before grinning evilly. 


She knows exactly how. 


Buggy puts on a show, lowering slowly so her mouth is grazing the tip of the toy, still wet 
with her cum. “Guess I’Il just have to show you how serious I am.” Their laughter ends 
abruptly as Buggy licks the toy from base to tip before sucking the head into her mouth. 


Buggy flicks her eyes up Crocodile’s body and meets the woman’s eyes, moaning around the 
toy before sinking down further. There could be an earthquake, tsunami, tornado, all wrapped 
into one massive natural disaster and Buggy still would bet her life that Crocodile wouldn’t 
take those steely eyes off of her. 


The woman looks down at Buggy in lust and awe as she gags around the silicone before 
continuing to bob her head up and down the length of it. She can hear Mihawk shuffling 
closer behind her, can feel the warmth of the golden-eyed woman’s skin, and sees in her 
periphery that Mihawk is watching her with just as rapt attention as Crocodile. 


Buggy swallows around the silicone cock again and another loud gag bubbles up from her 
throat before she pulls entirely off the toy, opting to instead lick up the droplets of her cum 
that are beginning to dry on Crocodile’s upper thighs and hips. Mournfully, Buggy undoes the 
buckles of the strap-on, loosening the straps until she’s able to pull it away from Crocodile’s 
hips. She sets it aside with a soft, “Ill be back, I promise,” before looping her right leg 
around the taller woman’s left leg, pushing Crocodile until the woman’s muscular back hits 
the mattress. 


Would lesbian porn even be lesbian porn if there wasn’t scissoring in it? She has half a mind 
to scold Margaret for not including it in the sequencing. Maybe the blonde assumed that 
between the three of them they’d end up tossing it in there somewhere. 


“T owe you an orgasm,” Buggy declares with a goofy smile that Crocodile surprisingly greets 
with a small smile of her own, it’s that same emotion, a mixture of proud and impressed so 
Buggy continues, “Wouldn’t be very flashy if I left you hanging.” 


“Nah, it wouldn’t be,” Crocodile admits, her small smile turns into a dirty smirk as she 
narrows her brows, “You really think a little bit of grinding is gonna be enough for me? 


Aren’t you a superfan?” 


Buggy shrugs languidly as she begins to grind their cunts together, Crocodile’s surprisingly 
wet for someone talking so much shit. “Normally, no. But like I said earlier,’ Buggy motions 
to herself with a thumbs-up, “Clown-extraordinaire.” 


Crocodile looks mildly disgusted by her but as Buggy increases the intensity of her grinding, 
she watches the woman begrudgingly bite back a moan. Although there’s definitely 
something innately superhuman about these two, there’s no way someone could fuck as hard 
as Crocodile and not be somewhat worked up after it all. 


Mihawk catches Buggy’s eyes, the woman looks somewhat thankful which is a bit surprising 
to her but once she really thinks about it, it’s not often she’s seen Crocodile actually cum in 
the films she’s starred in. With the focal point of their collab series always being the new girls 
being brought in and taken apart by the two of them, it occurs to her that maybe the two of 
them were always left wanting. 


Well, fuck that. Not here, not now, Buggy can’t have that. 


Mutual understanding passes easily between Mihawk and Buggy as the golden-eyed woman 
positions herself behind Crocodile, the taller woman’s upper-half practically draped in 
Mihawk’s lap. This time it’s Crocodile’s neck and shoulder being bitten into, the line of her 
jaw being traced with a slick tongue. When Mihawk reaches down to tug and pinch at the 
gray-eyed woman’s nipples, it earns a low moan from Crocodile but Buggy wants more. 


Feeling bold, she hauls Crocodile’s right leg up against her shoulder hugging it close as she 
uses it for leverage to thrust harder against the woman. Circling her hips with the focus of a 
madwoman, Buggy learns the angles the woman prefers, the amount of pressure that makes 
her the most responsive, and the speed that makes her go rigid with pleasure. 


When Buggy’s own pussy begins its telltale pulse all over again but she ignores it this time. 
First of all being that six orgasms was greedy, second of all being that all of her higher brain 
functioning was currently being dedicated to learning Crocodile’s body and making her feel . 


Crocodile’s hips are pushing back against Buggy’s grinding now, between the marks Mihawk 
is littering the woman’s neck with and the open mouthed kisses Buggy is leaving along the 
smooth alabaster skin of the woman’s leg, Crocodile is groaning her pleasure just as 
unabashedly as she’d laughed earlier. She’s close, she’s so close, Buggy needs this like she 
needs water and air. 


“Cum for me,” Buggy pants against Crocodile’s leg. “Please cum for me, I need it.” 


And instead of spitting vitriol or shooting an incredulous glare at Buggy, Crocodile gives her 
exactly what she wants and climaxes. Crocodile’s jaw clenches and unclenches through 
moans, the muscles in her leg shudder as she darts a hand out to grab Buggy by the ass, 
pulling Buggy’s hips harsher against her own. 


The woman is violently beautiful like this, sweat peppering her inky hairline, heavy breasts 
heaving with each tumbling breath, calloused fingers digging bruisingly deep into the muscle 


of Buggy’s ass while her slick pussy is still spasming against Buggy’s. It reminds her of the 
violence of a hurricane or thunderstorm, tumultuous but impossible to look away from. 


Like wind being taken from sails, Crocodile goes slack all at once with her satisfaction 
radiating from each and every one of her pores. Buggy almost cheers like she felled an 
immortal dragon in battle rather than fucked a porno vet to completion. Instead of making a 
(even bigger) fool of herself, Buggy carefully eases Crocodile’s leg down from her shoulder, 
and crawls up the woman’s body to kiss her soundly on the mouth. Crocodile kisses her back 
and even though she just felt the woman cum against her, there’s still a distinct heat in the 
way Crocodile drags her lips against Buggy’s. Buggy breaks the kiss and shoots the tall 
woman a questioning look, one Buggy hopes conveys: You want more?? 


“Some of us didn’t cum six times, clown girl.” Crocodile rolls her eyes before trailing a 
teasing hand down Buggy’s side leaving a fresh wave of goosebumps in its wake. Buggy 
can’t help but correct, “Five times, this last round was all about you.” 


She wags her brows at the tall woman but Crocodile looks pissed as she replies, “No cameras 
and I’d have you for at least another couple hours before I gave you a break.” 


Buggy perks up at the mention of "no cameras" and tries very badly to hide her excitement at 
the potential of that comment. She catches Mihawk watching her with almost fond 
amusement and when she makes eyes at the woman for too long, Mihawk seems to take it as 
an invitation to kiss her to within an inch of her life. 


When the golden-eyed woman teasingly presses the pad of her finger against one of the more 
irritated marks the women left behind, Buggy yelps and pulls back with a frown. “You’re 
tryna kill me just cause I won the challenge.” 


Crocodile slowly sits up, stretching her arms over her head making Buggy feel incredibly 
small from where she’s still seated in the massive woman’s lap. “You won? The girl that got 
fucked the hardest and blacked out?” Fuck, she thought they hadn’t noticed that damnit! She 
scrambles for a response, “As if, the Buggy Challenge is not as simple as a tally of orgasms!” 


Mihawk blinks at Buggy from where she has her chin hooked over Crocodile’s shoulder, 
“Then how do we tell who won?” 


Buggy is silent for a ten-count. Shit, she hadn’t actually thought about that! She was too busy 
daydreaming about getting fucked into oblivion but now that she’s been to oblivion and back 
and the dust has settled, how the hell do they decide who won the challenge. 


She lights back up as another brilliant idea pops into her mind, she really is a genius. “We 
don’t decide,” Buggy says gravely before putting on her best streamer grin, “They do!” She 
points at the cameras, their audience. “We gave the people what they wanted, now it’s in their 
hands to decide who won my challenge.” Buggy nods twice, satisfied with her answer. 


“Ah, more deflection.” Mihawk says blandly and Crocodile agrees, “D’ you always just pull 
shit outta your ass?” 


Buggy’s jaw drops in playful outrage as she turns her attention back to her costars, “You- 
You’re the ones deflecting! Your chances at being the winners were forfeit as soon as you 
trashed the fortune teller, dirty cheaters.” 


“In my defense, that thing was fucking stupid and I should’ ve torn it to pieces the moment 
you took it out.” Crocodile’s words are crude and mean but her hands are expertly massaging 
the sore muscles in Buggy’s hips and thighs. 


Buggy’s a little more subdued, the excitement of filming, and the adrenaline from marathon 
fucking are wearing off more and more by the second as she yawns, “If we didn’t have the 
teller, we never would’ve made it off the couch.” 


Mihawk’s against Buggy’s back now, her delicate fingers prod at the aching marks up and 
down Buggy’s neck before she comments, “True enough, I would have tasted you there 
unless otherwise prompted.” 


Mihawk’s fingers pause at one of the marks before the woman calls over her shoulder, “First 
aid kit, please.” Buggy hears some shuffling behind them, and where the set had been so 
silent you could hear a pin drop before, as soon as Mihawk acknowledges the staff it returns 
to the original chaotic chatter that had filled the studio prior to filming. 


“How bad’s the damage, doc?” Buggy teases as she buries her face deep into the crook of 
Crocodile’s neck, breathing in the woman’s scent of cactus blossoms and smoke. She feels 
Mihawk tie Buggy’s hair up into a neat bun to bare her neck for further examination, “Well, 
someone broke the skin on a few of these bites,” Mihawk must give Crocodile a look because 
the taller woman rumbles back, “Don’t look at me, you were pretty damn vicious today.” 


Buggy floats somewhere as Mihawk dabs antiseptic along the marks that need it, feeling her 
cool breath as she blows on them afterwards to lessen the sting. Crocodile’s moved onto 
massaging her back and if Buggy wasn’t so sore, the woman’s large hands kneading her skin 
would be sending liquid heat straight to her navel. But she’s exhausted, so instead it just feels 
nice, a grounding and comforting sensation. 


Buggy has never felt so well taken care of, she feels safe between these two, it’d be easy to 
get addicted to a feeling like this. Maybe she already is. 


An ecstatic squeal cuts off this train of thought as Buggy blinks open her bleary eyes to see 
Margaret practically hopping from foot to foot with her mirth. “I have both no words and all 
the words in the world! This was life changing, a true revelation, thank you so much for 
helping my vision along and then making it even more flawless than I expected. We are going 
to make millions off of this film, I know it.” 


The director’s kindness shakes some of the sleepiness from Buggy’s eyes, the blonde’s words 
are the last bit of confirmation she needs to know that she truly accomplished her goals. 
Buggy stayed true to both herself and the character she’s worked so hard to curate all the 
years. 


A couple of assistants approach the bed with three robes of various sizes, each smelling like 
fresh linen. Mihawk holds open Buggy’s robe for her, helps her slip her arms into it and 


Crocodile ties the sash for her. 


Buggy moves to slide out of Crocodile’s lap, filming is over and Buggy’s had enough 
aftercare to feed her delusions of grandeur for the rest of her life she thinks. Crocodile pulls 
her back down though, the woman’s chest is flush against Buggy’s back. She feels her cheeks 
heat back up, but she calms the swelling sensation in the pit of her stomach, opting to instead 
focus on Margaret who is looking between the three of them with a knowing grin that’s just a 
touch sly. 


“Very, very cozy. Buggy might’ve won this thing after all,” The blonde rolls her eyes at 
whatever dark looks she receives from Crocodile and Mihawk before leaning forward to hold 
Buggy’s hands in hers. “You are a genius . The paper fortune teller? I never would’ ve thought 
of something like that! You really crossed your t’s and dotted your i’s with this one, Buggy. 
I’m so looking forward to working with you.” The blonde squeezes Buggy’s hands before 
releasing them. 


“T’m looking forward to working with al/ of you again.” And with one more teasing grin, the 
blonde is back to work stepping away from the three of them and back into the fray. 


Buggy doesn’t realize she’s crying until Mihawk’s brushing the tears away with a soft hand 
and concerned golden eyes, “Okay?” 


She nods emphatically as she sniffles, “I’m so happy.” 


Crocodile ruffles her hair roughly, knocking some of her blue strands loose from the bun 
Mihawk had pulled her hair into, “That’s a good thing so stop crying.” 


Buggy nods again and rubs at her eyes, willing herself to think about something, anything 
other than the film so she doesn’t end up with a snotty nose in front of her idols. Her stomach 
decides for her when it rumbles at her, angrily reminding her that she skipped breakfast 
because she was scared of being nauseous before filming. 


Both of the women look between her and her stomach before laughing at her expense. “Let's 
get some food in you then one of us will drive you home.” 


Buggy protests, “I can take the bu-” 
“No bus.” Mihawk says firmly, her eyes narrowed as if expecting Buggy to argue. 


Buggy doesn’t have any fight left in her though, not today at least, she’Il be back to her 
regular levels of spite tomorrow, after sleeping for fourteen hours straight. 


“Okay," She agrees, "No bus." 


Chapter End Notes 
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